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PART   I. 


PRINCE  BARER. 


CHAPTER   I. 

BABER'S  RESOLVE. 

A  WESTERLY  sun  had  lighted  up  the  walls, 
parapets  and  elegantly-shaped  gateways  of  the 
palace  of  Delhi,  as  a  man  turned  and  looked 
back  at  the  palace  which  he  had  just  quitted, 
exclaiming  aloud : — u  Strange  that  my  ancestors 
should  have  built  such  a  palace,  and  that  I 
should  be  a  man  almost  without  a  home ! " 

A  negro  who  was  passing,  hearing  these 
words,  came  close  up  to  the  speaker  and  re- 
plied:— uNot  more  strange  than  that  I  should 
be  a  mere  drudge  inside  the  palace,  when 
my  ancestors  were  rulers  amongst  the  Moun- 
tains of  the  Moon.  If  your  Highness  wishes 
to  make  a  real  start  in  life,  call  on  me  and 
I  will  help  you.  I  live  near  the  Great  Mos- 
que. Forgive  my  intrusion." 

u Thanks,  my  friend,  a  thousand  thanks!" 
And  the  two  men  parted. 

His  Highness  was  a  Delhi  Prince,  one  of 
the  spawn  of  royalty,  without  any  sort  of 
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income  or  any  fixed  home  of  his  own.  Still, 
he  wore  a  flowered  muslin  dress,  a  cap  of 
the  same  material  with  a  gold  band  round  it, 
wide  trousers  of  spotless  white,  and  shoes 
embroidered  with  gold.  His  hair  was  long, 
well  combed  and  perfumed,  his  skin  was 
dark  but  clear,  his  face  handsome,  his  eyes 
large,  his  figure  supple,  his  step  light  and  his 
carriage  jaunty. 

Many  as  they  passed  this  Delhi  beau  looked 
at  him  with  approbation  and  pleasure,  some 
with  scorn,  but  the  dandy  walked  along  re- 
gardless of  the  eyes  of  all.  Was  he  not  a 
Delhi  Prince? 

After  a  time  he  stopped  before  a  shop, 
and  a  man  called  out: — u Welcome,  Baber, 
you  are  just  in  time  for  our  dinner ;  our  friend 
Hafiz  is  here  and  we  dine  in  the  inner  court, 
free  from  intrusion." 

The  three  friends  were  soon  seated  and 
about  to  commence  their  repast,  when  a  boy 
slipped  into  the  room,  whispered  something 
into  Baber's  ear  and  retired.  During  dinner 
the  conversation  turned  on  the  news  of 
the  day. 

"I  hear,"  said  Hafiz,  "that  Shah  Shooja  is 
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enlisting  men  at  Loodiana  for  his  expedition 
to  Cabul,  and  they  say  he  will  be  backed 
up  by  the  English  Government." 

Acbar,  Baber's  friend  and  host,  replied  : — 
u  A  fine  time  for  us  if  fortune  should  smile 
on  us,  as  it  once  did  on  our  ancestors." 

"  At  present,"  returned  Hafiz, "  fortune  smiles 
on  our  white-faced  conquerors,  it  may  not 
always  be  so." 

"Do  you  fancy  that  the  Delhi  Emperor 
will  ever  be  in  power  again?"  enquired 
Acbar. 

"He  may  be,"  said  Hafiz  thoughtfully. 

"Through  whom?"  asked  Baber. 

"Through   the  dark-skinned  Sepoy  army." 

"It  will  be  like  the  flicker  of  an  expiring 
candle,"  said  Acbar.  "  Light  for  one  moment, 
then  perpetual  darkness!" 

The  curtain  was  now  raised  and  a  boy 
peeped  into  the  courtyard.  Baber  saw  him, 
their  eyes  met. 

Hafiz  proposed  to  give  the  dinner  for  the 
next  night.  "We  will  decide  our  destiny  to- 
morrow," said  he. 

"Well  said,"  replied  Acbar.  "  May  crowns 
of  gold  be  our  reward!" 
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All  then  separated  well  pleased  with  each 
other. 

Baber  followed  the  boy,  who  after  walking 
for  some  distance  stopped  before  a  well-built 
house.  He  ran  upstairs  and  announced  Baber, 
who  came  behind  him  quickly. 

In  the  room  that  they  entered  a  woman 
sat  on  a  divan  carpet,  she  was  very  beautiful 
and  dressed  to  perfection  in  white  muslin, 
which  displayed  the  outlines  of  her  perfect 
figure.  She  was  self-possessed  and  accosted 
Baber  as— "  His  Highness." 

u  Pray  be  seated  in  the  house  of  your  humble 
slave.  I  have  ventured  to  ask  for  your  attend- 
ance on  account  of  a  mere  nothing  it  is  true, 
but  one  dear  to  me — of  Zulficar.  I  do  not 
wish  him  to  grow  up  in  the  atmosphere 
of  a  dancing-girl's  surroundings;  you  must 
be  pleased  to  assist  me,  for  the  boy  has 
noble  blood  in  his  veins,  though  sadly 
diluted.  What  can  your  Highness  do  to 
aid  me?" 

"  I  and  my  two  friends  were  talking  to-night 
of  quitting  Delhi  and  attempting  to  rise  in 
the  world  by  joining  Shah  Shooja's  levies, 
so,  Zulfan,  if  you  like  to  trust  Zulficar  to  me 
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he  will  be  well  cared  for,  but  he  will  run 
many  risks." 

uYour  Highness,  I  will  trust  him  to  you/' 
Turning  to  the  boy,  she  continued :  "  Zulficar, 
come  here.  Will  you  join  his  Highness  in 
the  Cabul  expedition?" 

The  boy  looked  first  at  Zulfan,  then  at 
Baber,  and  clasped  the  feet  of  the  latter,  ex- 
claiming, " Yours  till  death!" 

"If  there  is  need  of  money,  it  is  ready," 
said  Zulfan. 

"  Thanks,  but  not  for  me,"  replied  Baber. 
"Fit  out  the  boy  with  useful  things,  strong 
and  warm." 

uYou  are  right  in  not  accepting  a  favour 
from  a  dancing-girl,"  remarked  Zulfan.  "You 
will  find  the  boy  apt,  he  sings  sweetly  and 
will  amuse  your  leisure  hours.  Be  kind  to 
him  and  remember  I  am  always  your  slave, 
though  distance  may  part  us  for  ever." 

As  soon  as  Zulfan  heard  the  sound  of 
Baber's  retreating  footsteps  in  the  street 
below,  she  lent  back  on  the  pillow  of  the 
divan  on  which  she  was  seated,  and  tears 
bright  as  crystal  coursed  each  other  down 
her  cheeks.  The  thought  of  parting  with 
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Zulficar  had  been  a  great  trial  to  her,  but 
she  was  resolved  not  to  allow  him  to  linger 
any  longer  in  the  pernicious  atmosphere  of 
a  dancing-girl's  establishment.  He  must  be 
alienated  from  it  for  ever,  he  was  young, 
the  world  was  before  him.  As  for  herself, 
she  felt  she  had  chosen  the  proper  course 
for  the  future  of  her  boy.  Money  was  no 
object  to  Zulfan,  she  possessed  untold  wealth, 
accumulated  through  generations. 

uYes,  Zulficar  would  prosper,  he  would 
become  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  age ;  then 
all  would  be  happiness,  and — "  Zulfan  slept. 

The  day  following  that  of  the  dinner-party 
given  by  Acbar  was  one  of  preparation  and 
bustle.  Zulfan  sent  for  calico  and  a  tailor  to 
make  it  up.  As  he  sat  cross-legged  in  her 
verandah  she  remarked  to  him : — u  One  suit 
must  be  ready  for  this  boy  before  sunset, 
this  very  day." 

uYour  servant  will  not  fail." 

The  three  friends  did  not  waste  their  time, 
three  brothers  we  may  style  them,  for  they 
were  about  to  join  in  the  close  fellowship  of 
brotherhood,  which  would  require  mutual 
patience,  resolution  and  forbearance. 
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Hafiz  did  not  forget  to  look  after  the  dinner 
arrangements — uFor,"  said  he,  "many  a  work 
is  marred  by  a  bad  dinner,  nightmare  and 
the  spasms  resulting  from  indigestion." 

Baber  paid  an  early  visit  to  the  negro, 
whose  house  he  readily  found,  and  was  con- 
ducted by  a  servant  down  far  from  promising 
passages,  which  from  their  appearance  and 
ill-favoured  perfumes  did  not  indicate  any 
hope  of  wealth.  However,  at  last  a  garden 
was  reached  and  a  new  building  entered,  at 
the  door  of  which  stood  the  negro  dressed 
in  pure  white  clothes. 

"  Welcome !  my  friend,  to  my  poor  house ; 
your  Highness  is  very  welcome!" 

Baber  replied  to  the  courteous  speech  ot 
the  negro  with  all  the  elegant  forms  of  courf 
etiquette,  to  which  a  tongue  trained  in  the 
Palace  of  Delhi  is  accustomed  from  infancy. 

"We  will  now  proceed  to  business,"  said 
the  negro.  "I  hear  from  a  friend  of  yours 
— from  Hafiz — that  you  are  desirous  of  en- 
listing in  the  force  which  Shah  Shooja  is 
about  to  raise  for  his  expedition  to  Cabul. 
You  will  require  five  hundred  rupees  at  least; 
they  are  at  your  service,  you  can  draw  on 
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me  for  them,  and  I  will  give  you  letters  to 
agents  of  mine  who  will  assist  you  at  any  time." 

"Thanks,  my  friend;  how  welcome  your 
words  are!  I  hope  that  a  career  may  be 
opened  out  to  me  through  your  liberality." 

The  negro  replied: — uMay  your  Highness 
prosper.  Now,  I  have  a  small  request  to 
urge,  it  is  this — that  you  will  use  your  interest 
with  one  of  the  Princes  to  get  me  appointed 
Wuzeer  to  the  Emperor  of  Delhi." 

Baber  looked  at  the  negro  with  wonder, 
and  replied: — "I  have  too  much  regard  for 
a  friend  to  assist  you  in  this  matter  and  allow 
you  to  be  plundered  and  imprisoned.  I  know 
too  much  of  the  evil  ways  of  the  Palace  of 
Delhi  to  permit  you  to  be  caught  in  the  net 
of  the  Wuzeerat.  When  you  can  find  money 
to  place  in  the  hands  of  the  Delhi  courtiers, 
farewell  for  ever  to  your  peace  of  mind. 
Wait  until  the  English  find  their  way  to  the 
old  home  of  your  ancestors,  and  then  you 
or  your  descendants  can  rule  as  they  once 
did.  Money  is  power !  " 

"I  will  follow  your  advice.  A  new  dream  is 
opened  out  to  me,"  replied  the  negro.  "  When 
shall  I  again  see  my  native  land?" 
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Bidding  farewell  to  the  negro,  Baber  went 
on  to  a  horse-dealer's  and  explained  his 
wants. 

u  I  have  a  horse  for  sale  just  suited  to  you, 
he  is  quite  sound,"  said  the  dealer.  UI  can- 
not imagine  why  his  owner  wishes  to  sell 
him,  except  he  is  going  somewhere  on  a 
secret  mission.  Now  look  at  this  horse,  his 
marks  speak  of  good  luck  to  an  owner.  All 
Delhi  does  not  contain  his  equal.  Your  friends, 
Acbar  and  Hafiz  have  already  purchased 
horses^  and  a  boy  named  Zulficar  has  had 
a  pony  bought  for  him.  How  I  love  these 
days  of  expeditions  and  adventure!  There, 
there,  the  horse  is  yours." 

The  two  men,  buyer  and  seller,  had  placed 
their  hands  under  a  cloth  and  fixed  the  price 
by  a  code  of  freemasonry.  It  is  said  a  horse 
loses  heart  if  he  were  to  fancy  he  has  been 
sold  too  cheaply,  so  he  is  never  allowed  to 
hear  his  price. 

As  Baber  was  leaving  the  palace  the  same 
day  at  sunset,  the  boy  Zulficar,  dressed  in 
white,  salaamed  to  him  and  then  followed  his 
new  master  at  a  respectful  distance.  The 
three  brothers  met  at  dinner  and  enjoyed 
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themselves,  the  prospect  of  change  and  of 
an  active  life  added  to  their  pleasure. 

"  It  appears  that  we  have  all  made  up  our 
minds  to  this  change  of  life,"  said  Acbar. 
"When  shall  we  start?" 

"We  had  better  meet  to-morrow  an  hour 
before  sunset  at  the  Shalimar  Gardens," 
answered  Baber.  "  To  avoid  suspicion  we  will 
leave  Delhi  singly,  we  know  what  sort  of 
fellows  our  police  are.  I  will  bring  the  boy 
with  me." 

"Agreed,"  replied  Acbar  and  Hafiz. 

"But  talking  over  our  plans,"  said  Acbar, 
"how  is  it  that  Dost  Mahomed  Khan  has 
fallen  out  with  the  English  Government  and 
that  Shah  Shooja  is  to  take  his  place?  The 
Dost  is  looked  upon  as  an  able  ruler." 

"Every  now  and  then  the  English  rule  in 
India  is  guided  by  men  who  have  no  real 
capacity,"  returned  Hafiz.  "  They  have  per- 
haps wealth  or  interest  which  has  elevated 
them  to  high  positions.  At  one  moment  a 
divided  Afghanistan,  at  another  a  united 
Afghanistan  is  in  favour." 

Baber,  rising,  then  spoke  a  few  words.  "  To- 
morrow we  meet  at  the  Shalimar  Gardens. 
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May  success  attend  us  in  all  our  wander- 
ings!" 

The  friends  parted,  and  Baber  told  Zulficar 
to  come  to  him  the  next  day  at  the  Serai 
that  he  pointed  out  to  him. 

Returning  to  Zulfan,  the  boy  told  the  news : 
u  To-morrow,  I  start  with  his  Highness  Baber." 

Shalimar,  the  country  villa  of  the  Emperor 
Aureng-Zebe,  was  appointed  as  the  rendezvous 
of  the  three  brothers.  It  is  about  two  leagues 
from  the  capital.  From  it,  in  December  1664 
A.D.,  the  Emperor  started  on  his  journey  to 
Cashmeer,  with  thirty-five  thousand  cavalry, 
ten  thousand  infantry,  seventy  pieces  of  heavy 
artillery,  stirrup  artillery  (all  brass,  fifty  or  sixty 
in  number),  and  the  lovely  Queen  Roshinara. 

On  the  morrow,  the  three  comrades,  a 
small  boy  and  one  or  two  servants  would 
form  the  group.  But  the  word  "  to-morrow  " 
shot  a  pang  through  the  heart  of  Zulfan. 
u  Youth,"  thought  she,  uis  always  ardent,  full 
of  bright  hopes  for  the  future!" 

Next  day  Baber  left  the  City  of  Delhi  alone 
by  the  Cashmeer  Gate.  (Zulficar  had  been  sent 
by  another  route.)  He  made  for  the  Flag- 
staff Tower  on  the  Ridge  overlooking  the 
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plain  to  the  south  on  which  was  spread  out 
the  City  of  Delhi.  Men  were  on  guard  at 
the  Tower  over  a  cannon,  which  was  al- 
ways fired  at  midday  by  artillerymen  who 
had  fought  with  Lake  in  1803.  Baber  turned 
his  horse's  head  to  take  a  farewell  look  at 
Delhi,  with  its  palaces,  its  walls,  its  mosques, 
its  minarets  and  its  gardens.  In  the  far 
distance  to  the  south  the  Kootub  Minar  stood 
boldly  out  as  it  had  done  for  ages,  beyond 
the  memory  of  man.  To  the  left  the  silver 
line  of  the  Jumna  could  be  seen. 

u  There,"  said  an  artilleryman,  "  is  the  ground 
where  I  fought  with  Lord  Lake  years  and 
years  ago;  there,  amongst  those  trees  the 
men  are  buried  who  were  killed  at  Put-put- 
gunj  when  we  scattered  the  Mahratta  hosts." 

After  thanking  the  artilleryman,  Baber 
pursued  his  journey,  passing  through  the  Eng- 
lish cantonments,  and  at  the  appointed  time 
reached  the  Shalimar  Gardens.  His  friends 
were  already  there,  and  a  bullock-carriage 
covered  with  red  cloth,  drawn  by  two  fine 
Nagore  bullocks. 

As  Baber  rode  up  to  the  gateway  of  the 
Shalimar  Gardens,  there  was  a  loud  neighing 
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of  horses,  and  salaams  were  exchanged  by 
the  three  friends.  A  blind  of  the  bullock- 
carriage  was  drawn  aside  and  Zulficar  ran  to 
the  vehicle.  As  soon  as  he  was  close  to  it, 
Zulfan  leant  forward,  caught  hold  of  the  boy 
and  pressed  him  to  her  heart. 

He,  not  best  pleased,  struggled  to  free  him- 
self, calling  out : — u  Why  all  this  fuss  ?  I  feel 
quite  a  man  since  I  have  girded  on  a  sword !  " 

uThen  farewell!"  replied  Zulfan. 

At  a  signal  the  carriage  was  driven  off 
and  Zulfan  sank  into  abject  despondency,  as 
a  dahlia  droops  when  nipped  in  all  its  beauty 
by  the  frost  of  winter.  The  slave-girl  who 
sat  opposite  to  her  mistress  dared  not  attempt 
to  rouse  her,  but  sat  still  as  a  statue. 

As  for  the  three  comrades,  they  made  a 
short  march  that  evening  to  Budlee  and 
prepared  for  the  fatigues  of  the  next  day. 
There  were  many  miles  to  be  travelled  be- 
fore Loodiana  could  be  reached,  where  Shah 
Shooja  was  residing,  a  pensioner  of  the  British 
Government.  But  Hafiz  enlivened  the  various 
marches  by  his  historical  anecdotes  of  Pane- 
put  and  its  battles  until  Kurnaul  came  in  sight. 
Here,  there  was  a  strong  British  force. 
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On  quitting  the  cantonment  a  leper  was 
seen  sitting  by  the  road,  he  had  sat  there 
for  years  and  continued  to  sit  there  for  years 
after  the  three  brothers  saw  and  passed  him. 
His  constant  cry  was: — "Give,  give  to  the 
leper  in  the  name  of  the  Prophet." 

After  passing  Kurnaul  the  country  of  the 
Sikhs  was  entered.  The  costume  of  the 
people  was  observed  to  be  quite  different  to 
those  in  and  around  Delhi.  The  men  wore 
a  short  jacket  confined  by  a  waistband,  and 
knickerbocker  trousers.  Their  hair,  which 
was  of  immense  length,  was  twisted  up  into 
a  knot  on  the  top  of  the  head  and  a  turban 
was  worn  over  it.  The  women  wore  a  short 
jacket  to  the  hips,  and  pantaloons  full  at 
the  top  and  very  close  fitting  at  the  ankle, 
whilst  over  the  head  and  shoulders  a  sheet 
was  thrown. 

Occasionally,  our  small  band  met  with  men 
bound  on  the  same  errand  as  themselves, 
viz.  service  with  Shah  Shooja.  But  due  caution 
was  observed,  for  dacoits  and  thugs  were 
said  to  be  on  the  alert  for  unwary  travellers. 
Now  and  then  our  friends  passed  a  decay- 
ing corpse,  perhaps  the  prey  of  cholera, 
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perhaps    a   victim   to   Kali   the   deity   of  the 
thugs. 

But  on  arriving  at  Loodiana  the  hearts 
of  all  began  to  beat  high  with  expectation. 
Baber's  party  put  up  at  a  serai  and  talked 
over  their  plans. 


CHAPTER   II. 

ADVENTURES   OF   A    PRINCESS. 

ON  the  day  following  his  arrival  at  Loodi- 
ana,  Baber  started  for  the  shop  of  a  banker 
to  whom  the  negro  had  given  him  a  letter 
of  introduction.  As  he  walked  along,  Baber 
created  a  good  deal  of  interest.  He  wore  a 
large  turban  and  dress  of  dark  green  trim- 
med with  gold  lace,  and  the  easy  graceful 
air  of  a  man  bred  in  the  Palace  of  Delhi 
won  many  a  female  heart,  whose  bright  eyes 
shone  through  the  apertures  of  a  boorkha. 

All  knew  the  house  of  Busti  Ram  the  banker, 
and  were  convinced  when  Baber  asked  about  him 
that  money  would  soon  pass  between  them. 

"  There  sits  Busti  Ram,"  said  a  communi- 
cative Cashmeeri  to  Baber,  uhis  house,  they 
say,  is  full  of  gold  and  silver!" 

Baber  paid  his  respects  with  his  usual  tact 
and  grace,  and  was  soon  seated  opposite  the 
banker,  saying: — "I  have  been  introduced  by 
a  friend.  My  name  is  Baber." 
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The  banker  looked  steadily  at  Baber,  took 
a  ledger  which  was  close  to  him  and  referred 
to  it.  After  a  few  seconds  he  replied: — 
"Yes,  yes,  a  client  of  my  friend  Aziz,  some 
call  him  the  Negro,  some  say  Prince  Loben- 
gula.  What  are  your  commands?  Perhaps 
money,  it  is  a  common  cry." 

uNo,  my  friend;  it  is  not  money,  I  require. 
I  wish  for  your  Honour's  favour,  help  and 
patronage." 

Busti  Ram  almost  fainted  at  hearing  these 
sweet  words  from  the  lips  of  a  follower  of 
the  Prophet,  the  very  essence  of  flattery,  and 
replied: — UA11  that  I  have  is  at  your  service; 
name  your  request." 

UI  have  come  up  to  Loodiana  for  employ- 
ment under  Shah  Shooja.  As  you  know,  I  am 
a  Delhi  Prince,  rich  in  blood,  poor  in  pocket." 

Busti  Ram  had  now  regained  his  self-com- 
posure. "I  will  think  over  your  Highness' 
wishes,  and  if  you  will  favour  this  humble  house 
of  your  servant  the  day  after  to-morrow,  I 
will  arrange  some  plan  for  your  comfort  and 
advancement.  But  I  fear  that  service  under 
the  ex-Emperor  Shah  Shooja  is,  as  far  as 
pay  is  concerned,  like  a  well  without  its  wheel, 
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bullocks  or  servants.  Still  many  of  your 
ancestors  have  risen  by  their  good  fortune. 
For  example,  the  illustrious  Acbar." 

After  Baber  had  left  him,  Busti  Ram  con- 
sidered within  himself: — "  Fortune  has,  I  be- 
lieve, thrown  into  my  path  the  very  man  I 
was  in  search  of — handsome,  well-bred,  soft- 
tongued  and  with  experience  worth  lacs  of 
rupees  to  this  poor  Hindu ! " 

Zulficar  had  not  been  idle  during  the  absence 
of  his  master,  Baber ;  he  had  wandered  about 
the  various  bazaars  of  Loodiana. 

Many  spoke  to  the  boy  and  asked: — 
u Where  do  you  come  from?  who  are  you?" 

He  gave  evasive  answers  and  was  fairly 
reticent. 

At  last  a  woman  in  a  boorkha  saw  Zulficar 
and  accosted  him.  "  You  seem  tired,  my  dear. 
Come  with  me  to  a  sweetmeat  shop." 

u  Yes,  I  am  tired,  but  I  am  afraid  of  what 
may  be  behind  the  boorkha!" 

"You  need  not  fear;  before  we  part  you 
shall  see  my  face." 

Zulficar  was  taken  to  an  inner  court  of  a 
sweetmeat  shop  and  well  treated.  Whilst 
thus  agreeably  employed  he  saw  Baber  pass 
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through  a  doorway.  He  rose  and  salaamed 
to  his  master. 

"Who  is  that?" 

"My  master." 

Taking  advantage  of  a  convenient  moment, 
the  wearer  of  the  boorkha  allowed  Zulficar  to 
see  her  face,  and  said  inquiringly: — uWell?" 

The  boy  promptly  sang: 

"That  little  mole  of  dusky  hue 
Would  give  thy  poet  more  delight 
Than  all  Bokhara's  vaunted  gold, 
Than  all  the  gems  of  Samarcand." 

The  boorkha  was  again  closed  and  a  voice 
whispered: — uMeet  me  here  the  day  after 
to-morrow  at  the  same  time." 

Zulficar  had  his  wits  about  him,  his  eyes 
were  like  those  of  a  lynx.  He  watched  the 
wearer  of  the  boorkha  into  the  palace  of 
Shah  Shooja  and  then  went  to  his  serai. 

The  three  friends  discussed  their  prospects 
during  the  evening,  sitting  on  a  carpet  which 
the  innkeeper's  wife  had  spread  out  for  them 
in  a  cosy  part  of  the  serai. 

Hafiz  announced  that  he  had  met  with 
Rajjub  Alii,  the  head  secretary  of  the  Political 
Agent's  Office,  and  that  after  a  careful  examin- 
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ation  he  had  appointed  him  to  a  suitable 
post;  they  had  been  friends  at  the  Delhi 
College.  A  young  slave-boy  was  present  with 
Rajjub  Alii,  a  mere  child  then,  but  destined 
in  after  years  to  play  a  diabolical  part  in  the 
Cawnpore  tragedy,  and  to  prove  by  letters 
what  silly  women  England  with  her  apparent 
civilization  can  produce. 

Looking  towards  Acbar,  Hafiz  continued : — 
u  Rajjub  Alii  promised  that  my  friend  should 
also  be  provided  for  in  these  stirring  times." 

uMy  fate,"  said  Baber,  "will  probably  be 
decided  the  day  after  to-morrow.  I  congra- 
tulate my  two  friends  on  their  good  fortune." 

The  next  day  but  one  Baber  waited  on 
Busti  Ram,  who  was  most  polite.  "  First  of 
all  let  me  inform  you  that  I  have  an  order 
for  one  thousand  rupees  for  your  boy,  Zulficar ; 
it  has  been  sent  from  Delhi.  May  he  make 
a  suitable  use  of  it.  And  now  as  regards 
your  Highness;  I  am  willing  to  appoint  you 
as  my  agent  at  the  Court  of  Lahore,  that  of 
the  English  Political  Agent  and  that  of  the 
would-be  King  of  Cabul  (Ameer  I  ought  to 
say)  Shah  Shoojah.  Yours  will  be  rather  a 
roving  commission.  We  are  on  the  crater 
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of  a  political  volcano;  I  must  have  a  Maho- 
metan Agent  to  look  well  after  my  banking 
affairs.  May  I  rely  on  your  Highness,  that 
to  me  you  will  be  true  as  the  finest  gold?" 

uFor  the  future  forget  the  word  Highness. 
I  am  your  servant  Baber  from  this  time  forth, 
true  as  the  finest  gold." 

"That  will  do,"  said  Busti  Ram.  "  You  will 
now  reside  at  my  garden-house,  you  can  see 
it  from  where  we  are  sitting.  The  garden 
is  sweet  with  the  perfume  of  orange  blossoms 
and  many  lovely  flowers ;  you  must  not  allow 
any  birds  to  be  killed  in  it,  their  songs  have 
often  comforted  me  when  I  have  feared  for  the 
stability  of  my  banking  firm. — c  Cheer  up,  Busti 
Ram,'  they  sing ;  l  no  evil  shall  befall  you ! ' ' 

It  was  under  these  circumstances  that  Baber, 
before  evening  closed  in,  took  up  his  resid- 
ence with  his  friends,  servants,  horses  and 
baggage  in  the  garden-house. 

True  to  a  moment  Zulficar  entered  the 
shop  of  the  sweetmeat  seller.  The  wearer 
of  the  boorkha  met  him;  she  had  a  bundle 
in  her  hand.  She  unfolded  it  in  a  private 
court  and  slipped  a  boorkha  over  Zulficar's 
head. 
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"  There  now,  walk  like  a  girl.  That  will 
do;  no  one  will  detect  you — some  one  must 
have  taught  you.  Now  come  along  a  little 
behind  me;  you  can  take  your  dagger  with 
you  and  hold  your  sword  close  to  you." 

Thus  the  two  passed  along  the  street  and 
entered  the  Palace  of  Shah  Shooja.  The 
Sepoys  on  duty  did  not  challenge  them  when 
they  entered  the  courtyard,  to  an  apartment 
of  which  they  bent  their  steps. 

"Here,  my  mistress,  is  the  nightingale  of 
whom  I  spoke  to  your  Highness." 

Zulfkar  was  now  in  the  presence  of  a 
daughter  of  Shah  Shooja.  She  was  very  fair 
and  quite  charmed  with  the  boy,  who  on  his 
part  thought  he  had  never  seen  her  equal. 
When  asked  to  sing  he  did  so  willingly  and 
the  time  flew  away.  At  length  he  obtained 
leave  to  depart,  and  falling  gracefully  at  the 
feet  of  the  Princess,  he  kissed  her  feet.  The 
two  visitors  left  as  they  came. 

The  Princess  became  rather  nervous  after 
their  departure.  u  What  if  the  intruder  were 
discovered?  What  a  sweet  voice,  what  eyes, 
what  a  figure,  seen  even  through  a  boorkha!" 

The   servant   presently  returned  alone,  un- 
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suspected  as  she  imagined,  and  standing  be- 
fore her  mistress,  announced: — u  All's  well!" 

"I  fear  all  is  not  well,"  said  a  girl,  slipping 
up  to  the  servant.  u  Be  on  your  guard !  The 
old  wretch  who  has  charge  of  us  all,  sent  a 
negro  after  you  as  you  left  the  palace,  to 
act  as  a  spy." 

The  Princess  felt  a  chill  creep  over  her 
when  she  heard  these  words  of  caution.  But 
the  cloud  of  doubt  cleared  away  and  she 
spoke  cheerfully  to  her  servant.  uYou  have 
done  me  a  great  service.  I  am  charmed  with 
your  singing  bird.  May  I  hear  a  song  again 
and  again!" 

Zulficar  found  all  bustle  on  his  return  to 
the  serai,  and  was  soon  snugly  lodged  in 
Busti  Ram's  garden-house,  but  he  did  not 
leave  the  serai  before  Nirgis,  the  wife  of  the 
innkeeper,  whispered  in  his  ear : — u  Take  care 
that  the  palace  people  do  not  entrap  you  like 
a  bird.  Always  carry  your  sword  and  dagger. 
There,  go  along,  my  dear ;  if  you  are  ever  in 
trouble,  come  to  me." 

All  were  now  comfortably  housed  at  the 
garden  retreat,  if  natives  of  India  can  ever 
claim  the  word  " comfort"  as  theirs. 
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Meantime  Busti  Ram  was  weaving  his  webs 
for  acquiring  more  wealth,  and  was  gradually 
initiating  Baber  into  the  secrets  of  commerce 
and  money-making. 

Zulficar  had  been  informed  of  the  remittance 
of  one  thousand  rupees  in  his  favour,  and 
had  been  cautioned: — uBe  careful;  be  very 
prudent!  " 

The  old  eunuch  who  was  guardian  of  Shah 
Shooja's  Zenana,  was  as  diabolical  a  wretch 
as  ever  breathed.  He  adored  and  worshipped 
gold,  it  was  his  darling  idol ;  he  loved  gaudy 
clothes  and  the  most  dainty  living.  As  for 
the  affections  of  frail  human  nature,  he 
abominated  them.  A  marriage,  a  bride,  a 
bridegroom,  or  a  child,  made  him  frantic.  And 
he  frequently  indulged  in  strong  drinks. 

Now  he  particularly  disliked  the  Princess 
Zeinab,  who  had  been  so  charmed  by  Zulfi- 
car's  singing.  Why  this  was  the  case,  no  one 
could  exactly  say,  except  perhaps  that  she 
was  very  beautiful  and  regarded  him  with 
scorn  and  contempt. 

Zulficar  was  fond  of  fishing  and  field  sports. 
The  garden-house  inhabited  by  Baber  and 
himself  looked  out  on  the  river  Sutlej,  the 
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high  banks  of  which,  at  about  half  a  mile 
distant,  were  covered  with  brushwood.  Since 
seeing  the  Princess  Zeinab,  he  was  melancholy, 
sad,  and  inclined  to  solitude.  The  river  banks 
and  its  rushing  waters  suited  his  mood,  and 
he  often  frequented  them.  So  it  chanced 
that  one  fine  moonlight  night  when  just  about 
to  return  home,  he  fancied  he  heard  a  noise 
as  if  something  were  coming  towards  him, 
crushing  through  the  brittle  brushwood.  Could 
it  be  a  lurking  tiger  thirsting  for  human 
blood?  He  felt  nervous  and  uncomfortable. 
The  sound  became  more  and  more  distinct. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  shelter  of  a  date 
tree,  Zulificar  waited  in  silence,  his  heart  beat- 
ing violently.  The  sound  came  still  nearer; 
voices  could  now  be  heard.  Zulficar  drew 
his  sword;  he  could  hear  curses,  threats,  and 
the  sound  of  a  female  voice,  full  of  entreaty, 
supplication  and  agony.  Two  figures  could  now 
be  seen  drawing  near  to  the  river  bank, 
carrying  something  between  them. 

uBe  quiet,  you  she-devil!  be  quiet!  Now, 
brother,  for  the  final  toss!" 

At  this  moment  the  moon  shone  out  brightly. 
Two  negroes  were  close  to  Zulficar,  half  drag- 
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ging,  half  carrying  a  shrieking  girl  to  the  river 
bank,  which  hung  over  the  rushing  stream 
of  the  Sutlej.  A  few  more  steps  and  the 
edge  would  be  reached.  The  negroes  were 
on  the  point  of  swinging  the  girl  into  the 
river,  when,  swift  as  a  flash  of  lighting,  Zul- 
ficar  rushed  from  his  hiding-place  and  dealt 
the  negro  nearest  him  such  a  blow  that  he 
fell  to  the  ground,  calling  out  u  Allah !  Allah !  " 

The  girl  sank  down  on  the  river  bank  as 
the  remaining  negro  relinquished  his  hold, 
and,  drawing  his  sword,  rushed  on  Zulficar  full 
of  fury.  But  a  wild  boar  dashing  through 
the  jungle,  struck  the  negro  on  his  right  side, 
and  Zulficar,  accepting  the  good  omen,  cut 
him  down.  He  fell  with  a  curse  on  his  lips. 

Quickly  rising,  the  girl  sprang  into  Zulficars 
arms,  crying  out: — "No  time  to  lose!" 

He  placed  her  gently  on  the  grass,  and 
dragging  one  of  the  negroes  by  his  legs, 
tumbled  him  over  the  bank  into  the  stream 
below.  The  other  corpse  soon  followed,  with 
a  thud  and  a  splash.  The  current  was  strong, 
and  away  floated  the  bodies  of  the  two  negroes. 
Dry  earth  was  cast  over  the  traces  of  blood. 
There  was  no  time  to  lose,  for  doubtless  the 
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old  eunuch  would  send  men  before  long  to 
search  for  his  slaves,  fearing  they  might  have 
run  away  with  the  girl. 

Falling  at  the  feet  of  the  Princess,  Zulficar 
then  enquired,  "  What  are  the  orders  of  your 
Highness?" 

uTake  me  to  a  place  of  safety.  Save  me 
from  the  hands  of  the  old  eunuch!" 

Zulficar  hardly  knew  which  way  to  turn. 

Seeing  he  hesitated,  the  Princess  Zeinab 
said : — u  Be  quick !  be  quick !  The  report  has 
been  spread  that  I  have  died  from  cholera, 
so  if  I  am  concealed,  there  will  be  no  search 
for  a  time." 

Princess  Zeinab  was  in  a  sad  plight,  stand- 
ing as  she  did  on  the  bank  of  the  river 
Sutlej,  in  a  pair  of  silk  trousers  and  a  muslin 
bodice.  Zulficar  took  off  his  turban,  unfolded 
it,  and  having  stretched  it  out,  placed  it  round 
the  shoulders  of  the  Princess,  who  threw  one 
end  of  it  over  her  head  and  mouth.  But 
something  must  be  quickly  done  for  Zeinab's 
safety.  Where  could  she  be  concealed?  At 
first  Zulficar  thought  of  the  garden-house  as 
a  place  of  safety.  But  that  would  not  answer, 
there  were  to  many  prying  eyes  there.  Then 
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Zulficar  thought  of  the  serai  and  Nirgis.  That 
would  answer;  so  Zulficar  threaded  his  way 
to  the  serai,  in  dread  every  moment  of  meet- 
ing a  party  sent  by  the  eunuch  to  search  for 
his  two  slaves.  Zeinab  followed  with  timid 
footsteps,  shivering  from  cold,  fright  and  ex- 
haustion. 

As  Zulficar  was  nearing  the  serai,  a  man 
ran  up  to  him  in  haste,  saying: — " Master 
bids  me  tell  you,  he  is  summoned  to  Lahore 
on  urgent  business.  You  are  to  remain  behind." 

This  was  welcome  news  to  Zulficar;  he  thus 
would  be  free  to  look  after  Zeinab.  On 
arriving  close  to  the  serai,  Zulficar  seated  the 
Princess  in  a  ruined  hut,  and  ran  to  the  house. 
Arriving  out  of  breath,  he  soon  found  Nirgis, 
and  whispered  to  her :  u  Oh,  dear  Nirgis,  help 
me!  I  am  in  a  sad  scrape.  I  have  brought 
a  girl  with  me  and  do  not  know  where  to 
put  her.  Dear,  kind  Nirgis,  speak  quickly." 

"I  will  help  you,  you  young  rogue.  Bring 
the  girl  here." 

In  a  few  minutes  Zulficar  brought  in  the 
trembling  Princess.  Nirgis  saw  at  a  glance 
that  the  girl  was  of  no  ordinary  rank,  and 
quickly  led  her  through  a  small  courtyard 
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into  a  bastion  to  which  the  serai  had  been 
connected  by  a  covered  way. 

uHere  you  will  both  be  as  safe  as  two 
young  foxes  in  a  jungle.  Now  I  will  bring 
clothes  and  a  bed  for  the  lady.  Come  along 
with  me,  Zulficar,  and  carry  in  the  clothes." 

As  soon  as  they  had  left  the  tower,  Nirgis 
turned  round  to  Zulficar,  who  was  following 
her,  and  said: — uTell  me  all  about  this  affair/' 

Without  any  hesitation  Zulficar  told  her  the 
whole  truth  about  the  matter  and  did  not 
hide  anything  from  her. 

"  A  pretty  beginning  for  a  boy !  But  I 
will  not  betray  you.  There  will  be  no  search 
for  the  Princess  as  she  is  said  to  be  dead 
from  cholera.  Hark!  there  sound  the  kettle- 
drums !  People  are  beginning  to  leave  the 
Palace  for  the  Cabul  expedition.  But  I  must 
get  things  ready  for  the  Princess.  You  will 
now  forget  about  leaving  your  mother  for  a 
time!"  ' 

uDo  not  distress  me,  beloved,  by  sharp 
words  flowing  from  lips  like  roses." 

Nirgis  was  full  of  surprise  that  Zulficar  should 
have  been  so  bold  in  the  affair  of  the  Princess, 
but  resolved  to  shield  him  as  far  as  practicable. 
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u  To-morrow  morning  Shah  Shooja  will 
march  and  pass  close  under  my  bastion.  If 
I  mistake  not,  cholera  and  the  supposed  death 
of  his  daughter  must  have  frightened  him." 

Nirgis  placed  herself  in  close  attendance 
upon  Princess  Zeinab ;  and,  hanging  a  curtain 
before  the  entrance  to  the  bastion,  had  much 
satisfaction  in  excluding  Zulficar.  By  degrees 
she  wormed  out  all  that  had  taken  place 
from  the  Princess,  and  was  assured  that  Zul- 
ficar had  told  the  truth. 

"But  why  did  not  the  slave-girls  of  your 
Highness  defend  you?" 

"I  was  caught  in  a  trap,  like  a  bird,  by  a 
false  message  sent  by  the  monster  who  has 
charge  of  the  Zenana.  lCome,  I  am  very 
ill'  was  the  false  message  from  my  father. 
I  rushed  out  of  my  room  and  was  a  prisoner 
in  the  hands  of  the  negroes.  I  screamed. 
Then  a  cry  of ;  Cholera !  Cholera ! '  was  raised, 
and  I  was  hurried  away.  You  know  the 
sequel  to  this  tragedy." 

In  due  time  the  Princess  slumbered,  while 
Nirgis  kept  watch  at  the  entrance  door. 

Early   next  morning  a  shout  was  raised:— 
uThe  Shah  is  coming  !  " 
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Nirgis  hurried  the  Princess  up  to  the  top 
of  the  bastion  which  was  surrounded  with  a 
parapet.  A  cloud  of  dust  arose  from  the 
direction  of  the  Afghan  Palace,  and  the  sound 
of  kettle-drums  came  nearer  and  nearer. 
Horsemen  and  footmen  hurried  along  the 
road  which  passed  under  the  bastion.  The 
rear  was  brought  up  by  elephants  richly 
caparisoned,  on  one  of  which  Shah  Shooja 
was  seated  in  a  howdah  of  gold;  the  old 
eunuch  followed  on  another  elephant  close 
behind  the  Shah. 

At  the  sight  of  this  monster  the  Princess 
trembled,  shivered,  and  nearly  fainted,  but 
revived  on  being  encouraged  by  Nirgis,  and 
would  have  called  out  to  her  father  had  not 
fear  of  the  eunuch  restrained  her.  As  Shah 
Shooja  passed  the  bastion  he  lifted  his  eyes 
to  heaven  and  his  lips  moved  in  prayer  as 
he  told  his  rosary.  The  procession  moved 
on.  Little  did  the  Princess  know  what  the 
future  would  bring  forth :  death  to  the  Shah, 
death  to  the  eunuch  and  to  thousands  of 
brave  men — destined  to  be  slain  at  Cabul  and 
in  the  Khyber,  where  their  bones  whitened 
for  years  and  years. 
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Now  the  procession  had  passed,  not  a  dog 
remained  behind.  The  Princess  would  have 
torn  her  hair  in  her  grief,  had  not  Nirgis 
prevented  her  and,  taking  her  to  her  room, 
soothed  her  with  kind  words  of  hope  for 
the  future. 


CHAPTER   III. 

HAZEL   EYES. 

BABER  departed  in  a  hurry  for  Lahore  on 
the  receipt  of  an  urgent  note  written  by  Busti 
Ram,  which  said: — u Order  will  follow." 

On  arriving  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Sutlej, 
Baber  was  ferried  over  with  all  his  followers, 
and  was  welcomed  by  a  party  sent  by  Azizu- 
deen  to  meet  him. 

u  Welcome  to  the  territory  of  our  Master, 
Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh,"  said  Lai  Singh, 
who  commanded  a  party  of  horse.  "  You  will 
find  us  Sikhs  somewhat  rough  in  tongue  and 
unpolished  after  your  Delhi  language." 

"Not  so,"  replied  Baber;  uthe  voice  of  the 
Khalsa  has  made  itself  heard  afar  for  all 
that  is  noble  in  war  and  wise  in  the  Council 
Chamber.  Your  Ruler  is  one  of  the  greatest 
Sovereigns  of  the  age." 

Baber  had  touched  the  right  keynote,  and 
things  went  on  smoothly  until  Lahore  and  its 
tall  minarets  appeared  in  sight,  and  a  camp 
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was  formed  for  the  night.  The  news-writer 
hurried  off  with  his  notes.  No  Muezzin 
announced  the  time  of  evening  prayer  at  La- 
hore, the  call  was  forbidden  by  the  Sikhs ; 
but  just  before  the  customary  hour  for  prayer, 
a  present  arrived  for  Baber  from  Maharaja 
Runjeet  Singh,  consisting  of  a  dinner,  fruit 
and  money,  and  a  courtier  enquired  with 
solicitude  after  Baber's  health. 

"It  has  improved  every  minute  since  I 
entered  the  territory  of  him  they  truly  call 
the  Lion  of  the  Punjab,  under  whose  shadow 
all  rest  secure,"  was  the  reply. 

Mounting  a  fast  horse,  the  courtier  delivered 
his  news  to  Azizudeen. 

uWhat  says  this  friend  of  yours?"  asked 
Runjeet  Singh. 

Azizudeen  read  out  Baber's  speech  in  a 
distinct  clear  voice. 

"I  will  see  this  friend  of  yours  to-morrow, 
first  in  Durbar,  then  in  an  interview  in  private, 
when  the  Lion  of  the  Punjab  will  see  what  he 
can  do  to  make  his  residence  in  the  Punjab 
agreeable.  I  feel  better,  Azizudeen,  since  you 
read  the  news-writer's  report  to  me.  Let 
him  be  rewarded  in  our  presence  to-morrow. 
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The  court  was  dismissed  and  Azizudeen 
went  home  a  happy  man ;  for  Runjeet  Singh 
had  been  out  of  sorts  all  day  until  the  news 
was  read  out. 

Early  next  morning  Nurudeen  (Azizudeen's 
brother)  paid  a  visit  to  Baber,  partly  of  cere- 
mony, but  principally  to  warn  him. 

"The  Maharaja  will  ask  you  many  questions, 
answer  them  with  care  and  caution,  always 
with  truth,  for  his  spies  are  everywhere.  You 
will  be  questioned  about  Shah  Shooja's  ex- 
pedition. Weigh  every  word  you  speak ;  and 
if  the  Maharaja  asks  about  his  own  health, 
give  an  answer  suited  to  a  Delhi  tongue. 
And  now,  my  friend — Farewell !  " 

Baber  dressed  himself  simply  in  pure  white 
muslin  and  took  a  suitable  present  with  him, 
including  a  splendid  turquoise  ring,  which  had 
been  in  the  possession  of  his  family  for  gene- 
rations. He  arrived  at  the  door  of  the 
Palace  in  good  time  for  the  Durbar.  Jemedar 
Khushyal  Singh's  men  were  on  guard.  When 
ushered  into  the  presence,  Baber  saw  Maharaja 
Runjeet  Singh  seated  on  a  golden  chair  sur- 
rounded by  about  a  dozen  of  his  Ministers. 
There  was  not  much  state  about  the  Lion's 
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Court,  nor  much  majesty  in  his  personal  ap- 
pearance. He  was  a  small  man,  blind  of  one 
eye,  and  pitted  with  small-pox.  He  wore  a 
green  turban,  and  was  plainly  dressed  except- 
ing for  a  rich  pearl  necklace. 

The  Maharaja  greeted  Baber  with  courtesy 
as  he  presented  his  gift. 

"I  trust,"  said  Baber,  uthat  this  turquoise 
ring  may  bring  good  fortune  to  your  High- 
ness. It  was  worn  by  Timur  ages  ago." 

Taking  up  the  ring  with  grace,  the  Maharaja 
placed  it  on  his  finger  with  evident  satisfac- 
tion, saying  as  he  did  so,  "  I  will  never  cease 
to  remember  the  donor." 

At  the  Durbar  before  his  courtiers,  Runjeet 
Singh  asked  Baber  several  questions  of  no 
great  importance,  to  which  suitable  replies 
were  given  by  Baber  in  pure  Delhi  Urdu,  and 
the  reporters  noted  down  the  fact  of  his  per- 
fect accent. 

The  Durbar  broke  up  and  Baber  was  summon- 
ed to  a  private  audience,  at  which  only  the 
Maharaja,  Azizudeen  and  himself  were  present. 

"You  have  just  come  from  Loodiana  and 
have  seen  the  Shah.  Now  tell  me  frankly 
what  you  think  about  him,  without  reserve." 
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UI  think  the  Shah  was  born  under  an  un- 
lucky star;  he  will  never  prosper." 

"  Why  do  you  think  he  will  never  prosper, 
forgetting  all  about  his  unlucky  star?" 

u  Because,  Maharaja,  he  inspires  no  confi- 
dence, he  trusts  no  one  and  no  one  trusts 
him." 

The  Maharaja  looked  at  Baber  with  his 
one  piercing  eye,  and  the  glance  was  under- 
stood. 

u  And  now  I  wish  to  say  a  few  words  to 
you  about  my  health.  I  am  not  what  I  could 
wish,  though  my  dear  physician  is  near  me, 
the  faithful  Azizudeen.  What  can  you  do?" 

"I  can  give  you  vigour." 

Azizudeen  looked  hard  at  Baber. 

"May  I  come  nearer  to  your  Highness?" 
continued  Baber. 

"Yes,  by  all  means." 

Baber  rose  with  due  respect,  pulled  up  the 
loose  sleeves  of  his  muslin  dress,  and  stood 
before  the  Maharaja. 

"I  shall  gently  touch  your  forehead,  cheeks 
and  arms." 

"Do  so." 

Quick  as  an  arrow  Baber  made  the  mesmeric 
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passes  which  he  had  learnt  from  a  skilled 
man  in  Calcutta,  backed  with  perfect  grace 
of  posture  and  sat  down. 

"  What  is  this?"  said  Runjeet  Singh.  "I  feel 
young  again,  as  full  of  vigour  as  when  I  was 
a  young  man/' 

He  called  to  a  guard  on  duty,  and  said : — 
"  Order  my  favourite  horse  and  my  escort.  I 
will  review  my  troops.  Let  the  bugles  sound 
the  Assembly  far  and  wide." 

There  was  a  silence  of  a  few  minutes,  and 
the  bugles  sounded  clear  and  loud. 

i%  I  must  not  lose  a  moment.  There  comes 
my  charger,  neighing  loudly.  I  will  mount." 
And  thanking  Baber  briefly,  the  Maharaja  left 
the  Durbar  Hall  and  rode  off. 

Azizudeen  looked  at  Baber  and  enquired : — 
"How  long  will  this  vigour  last?" 

"I  hope  for  ever;  certainly  for  a  time,"  re- 
plied Baber. 

There  was  a  great  stir  and  excitement  in 
Lahore  that  evening.  The  army  shouted  for 
joy  at  seeing  their  old  Chief  again  looking 
as  fresh  as  a  green  leaf  in  spring. 

The  same  evening  Nurudeen  came  to  call 
on  Baber  with  presents  from  the  Maharaja. 
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Not  a  word  was  spoken  regarding  the  health 
of  Runjeet  Singh,  but  Baber  was  invited  to 
an  interview  next  day,  and  Nurudeen  con- 
cluded his  visit  by  remarking: 

u  Money  will  be  wanted  for  this  Cabul  ex- 
pedition. Azizudeen  sends  this  message  :— 
4  Let  Busti  Ram  first  look  to  Shikarpore. 
Write  to  'him  by  to-night's  post.'  Farewell !  " 
And  turning  back  as  he  quitted  the  room, 
he  added:  uMy  advice  is  be  prompt." 

Baber's  servants  brought  him  some  strange 
and  startling  reports  next  morning. 

"It  is  said  that  Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh 
suddenly  ordered  his  horse  and  started  with 
a  large  escort  for  Amritzir  early  this  morning. 
As  to  the  cause  of  his  abrupt  departure,  some 
say  one  thing  some  another,  but  the  word 
'conspiracy'  is  on  the  tongues  of  many,  and 
they  say  he  will  reduce  the  amassed  wealth  of 
many  a  chief.  Runjeet  Singh  will  freely  bleed 
many." 

Whilst  Baber  was  conning  over  the  news, 
Nurudeen  appeared,  calm  and  placid  as  ever. 
He  salaamed  to  Baber: — uMy  message  from 
the  Maharaja  is,  1 1  have  escaped  from  a  net 
nearly  thrown  over  me.  Be  careful  for  a 


42  PRINCE  BABER. 

time  in  sending  money  to  Shikarpore.  If 
any  of  my  Zenana  people  call  for  you,  see 
them  and  let  Azizudeen  know  the  result.  I 
send  a  ring  which  will  give  a  free  pass  to 
you."  And  Nurudeen  gave  the  ring,  remark- 
ing: uBe  on  your  guard  and  remember  that 
I  and  my  brother  Azizudeen,  Raja  Dhian 
Singh  and  his  brother  Gulab  are  ever  your 
firm  friends.  Keep  aloof  from  the  foreign 
officers  and  from  all  chiefs  for  the  present; 
a  cloud  is  rising  which  may  burst  in  tor- 
rents of  blood." 

The  sudden  departure  of  Runjeet  Singh 
was  a  cause  of  wonder  to  many  not  in  the 
secret  of  his  health,  but  Raja  Dhian  Singh 
and  Raja  Gulab  Singh  at  a  private  meeting 
agreed  that  "it  was  like  the  flicker  of  an 
expiring  oil  lamp."  The  powers  of  body  of 
the  Maharaja  became  more  feeble,  his  utter- 
ance was  difficult,  he  gradually  lost  the  use 
of  speech  and  the  faculties  of  his  mind,  and 
the  Rajas  of  Jummoo  usurped  to  themselves 
the  whole  of  the  functions  of  Government. 
The  Army  was  assembled  and  a  litter,  said 
to  contain  the  dying  Maharaja,  was  brought 
back  from  Amritzir.  Dhian  Singh  was  most 
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attentive  to  his  dying  master  and  was 
supposed  to  receive  instructions,  one  of 
which  was  that  his  successor  should  be  the 
imbecile  Kurruck  Singh,  who  affected  the 
religieux. 

Nurudeen  still  continued  to  bring  messages 
from  his  brother  Azizudeen,  who  was  in  close 
attendance  on  the  Maharaja,  and  the  messages 
were  always  accompanied  by  valuable  gifts. 
The  burden  of  the  requests  made  to  Baber 
was: — " Report  all  news;  fail  not!" 

The  health  of  Runjeet  Singh  was  the  cause 
of  much  discussion  and  anxiety  amongst  the 
women  of  his  Zenana,  whatever  might  be 
their  position.  Amongst  others,  Ranee  Jindan, 
a  wife  or  concubine  of  Runjeet  Singh,  was 
resolved  to  play  a  bold  part  for  her  son 
Dhuleep  Singh.  She  was  aware  of  the  pre- 
sence of  Baber  in  Lahore  and  of  his  interview 
with  Runjeet  Singh,  and  had  also  found  out 
that  his  friends,  Acbar  and  Hafiz,  had  been 
employed  by  the  political  Agent  at  Loodiana, 
through  the  head  Moonshi,  Rujjub  Alii.  Con- 
sequently, she  resolved  to  have  an  interview 
with  Baber,  cost  what  it  might,  in  the  interest 
of  her  son  Dhuleep  Singh.  She  said  to  her- 
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self: — uThe  English  shall  know  of  his  exist- 
ence, and  then  bribes  and  flattery  and  good 
fortune  must  gain  the  day ;  he  shall  sit  on  the 
throne  of  Lahore  though  I  wade  knee-deep  in 
the  blood  of  rebels !  " 

Whilst  Baber  was  busy  with  his  letters  to 
and  from  Busti  Ram,  a  servant  brought  a 
message  that  a  man  particularly  wished  to 
have  an  interview  with  him  on  very  urgent 
business. 

"What  can  it  be?:'  thought  Baber,  and 
ordered  the  man  to  be  admitted. 

In  came  a  fawning,  cringing,  somewhat 
awkward  man  in  gaudy  clothes.  It  was  Mun- 
noo  Singh,  the  father  of  the  Ranee  Jindan, 
come  to  ask  Baber  to  interview  his  daughter 
next  day  at  the  Shalimar  Garden.  This  man 
had  formerly  been  a  dog-keeper  to  Runjeet 
Singh.  For  months  he  used  to  carry  about 
his  daughter  on  his  shoulders  to  the  Durbar, 
where  he  offered  her  as  a  wife  to  Runjeet, 
and  after  a  time,  Jindan  being  young  at  that 
time,  she  was  introduced  into  the  Zenana 
of  the  Maharaja. 

A  chair  was  brought  for  Munnoo  Singh,  on 
which  he  sat  very  awkwardly. 
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uYour  Highness,  my  daughter  is  anxious 
to  have  an  interview  with  one  of  whom  she 
has  heard  so  many  wonderful  reports.  May 
it  be  your  pleasure  to  meet  her  to-morrow 
at  the  Shalimar  at  noon?"  Then  drawing 
his  chair  closer  to  Baber,  he  whispered — 
u  And  you  shall  see  Mungela,  the  slave-girl, 
her  large  hazel  eyes  will  captivate  even  a 
Prince  of  the  Royal  house  of  Delhi." 

Baber  agreed  to  meet  the  Ranee  Jindan, 
remembering  the  permission  given  to  him  by 
Runjeet  Singh,  regarding  the  members  of  his 
Zenana.  But  he  resolved  to  be  on  his  guard 
against  the  hazel  eyes  of  Mungela,  who  was 
said  to  have  uan  easy  winning  carriage." 

On  hearing  Baber's  answer,  Munnoo  fawned 
more  and  more,  after  the  manner  of  the  dogs 
of  which  he  had  charge  for  so  many  years, 
and  then  he  took  his  departure,  leaving  Baber 
in  astonishment  that  a  mere  buffoon,  in  the 
estimation  of  many,  should  have  gained  any 
standing  in  a  Court  like  that  of  Runjeet  Singh. 

u  There  must  be  a  vicious  polluted  current 
flowing  somewhere  in  the  Zenana  of  his  High- 
ness Runjeet  Singh,"  thought  Baber. 

The  words,  uthe  large  hazel  eyes  of  Mun- 
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gela,"  were  constantly  recurring,  uncalled  for, 
to  Baber,  after  being  spoken  by  the  cringing 
Munnoo  Singh — even  whilst  Baber  was  dress- 
ing next  day  to  pay  his  promised  visit  to  the 
Shalimar  Garden.  Just  as  he  was  ready  and 
about  to  mount  his  horse  with  two  or  three 
persons  in  attendance,  a  party  of  horse  rode  up. 

It  was  commanded  by  one  Nund  Singh,  a 
Sikh,  who  dismounted  and  courteously  gave 
a  note  to  Baber.  It  ran  thus : — "  After  com- 
pliments, your  friend  sends  an  escort  to  pro- 
tect your  Highness  from  the  hazel  eyes  of 
Mungela.  Beware ! "  The  note  was  from 
Nurudeen. 

The  party  set  out  and  Baber  soon  became 
excellent  friends  with  Nund  Singh,  who  gave 
him  a  full  account  of  the  slave-girl  Mungela, 
and  ended  by  saying — ult  is  a  pity  she  was 
ever  allowed  to  live ! " 

In  answer  Baber  quoted  the  words  of 
Govind  Rehet  Nameh : — u  With  the  slayers  of 
daughters  whoever  has  intercourse,  him  do  I 


curse."' 


"So  his  Highness  knows  something  of  our 
Grunth?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  read  and  admire  many  of  its 
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sentiments."  And  the  two  riders  became  firm 
friends. 

Nund  Singh  turned  back  to  his  leading 
horseman  who  was  following  him,  and  called 
out : — u  My  friend  here  has  read  our  Grunth ! " 

Thus  talking  pleasantly,  the  party  arrived 
at  the  Shalimar  Garden.  Baber  dismounted, 
and  so  did  Nund  Singh  with  ten  of  his  horse- 
men. The  gateway  was  passed  through  and 
Nund  Singh  whispered  to  Baber: — UI  and  my 
men  will  wait  here;  be  careful  of  yourself!" 

The  miserable  fawning  wretch,  Munnoo  Singh, 
met  Baber  and  conducted  him  to  the  apart- 
ment occupied  by  his  daughter,  Ranee  Jindan, 
for  the  day,  which  was  screened  off  from  the 
eyes  of  the  general  public,  by  the  side-pieces 
of  a  tent  about  six  feet  high,  coloured  red. 

On  entering  the  enclosure,  Baber's  shoes 
were  taken  by  a  slave-girl  of  a  fair  com- 
plexion. Opposite  the  entrance  Ranee  Jindan 
was  seated  on  a  carpet,  and  the  slave-girl, 
Mungela,  sat  a  little  behind  her  mistress. 
Whilst  advancing,  Baber  had  just  time  to 
observe  the  personality  of  these  two  women, 
who  were  destined  to  bring  to  the  ground 
the  edifice  which  Runjeet  Singh  had  raised. 
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The  appearance  of  Jindan  had  some  beauty, 
and  a  promising  look;  it  was  by  no  means 
disagreeable,  and  did  not  indicate  pertness  or 
forwardness.  Her  body  was  small,  her  attitude 
calm  and  collected. 

As  for  the  slave-girl,  Mungela,  her  hazel 
eyes  seemed  to  fascinate  at  a  glance ;  Baber 
felt  that  she  had  eyed  him  from  head  to  foot. 

When  Baber  was  seated  at  a  sign  from 
Jindan,  the  latter  commenced  the  conversation 
in  a  not  unpleasing  voice,  though  to  a  Delhi 
ear  the  accent  was  not  quite  pure  and  clear. 

"By  the  kindness  and  care  of  the  Maha- 
raja, this  humble  slave  has  been  raised  high 
and  exalted  far  beyond  all  merit.  May  bless- 
ings ever  rest  upon  his  head.  But  it  is  on 
account  of  my  son  I  wish  for  your  help ;  be 
pleased  through  your  friends,  Hafiz  and  Acbar, 
to  bring  his  name  before  the  Political  Agent 
at  Loodiana.  Then,  whatever  storms  arise, 
as  come  they  will  before  long,  I  shall  be  happy, 
and  my  son  Dhuleep  Singh  will  sit  on  the 
throne  of  the  Punjab/' 

Then  Mungela  chimed  in.  Her  voice  bespoke 
a  shrewd,  wily  and  insinuating  character,  but 
the  hazel  eyes  threw  a  charm  around  all 


HAZEL  EYES.  49 

that  she  said,  as  she  backed  up  the  words  of 
the  Ranee  and  ended  the  interview  in  glances 
full  of  fire  and  intelligence. 

As  Baber  withdrew,  Mungela  said  in  an 
undertone: — uBusti  Ram  is  your  Agent,  is 
he  not?" 

At  the  doorway  the  slave-girl  in  attendance 
gave  Baber  his  shoes,  from  which  she  had  not 
parted  for  an  instant.  As  she  clasped  his 
feet  her  look  was  that  of  a  suppliant,  and 
Baber  managed  to  slip  a  gold  charm,  such  as 
women  wear,  into  her  hand. 

Nund  Singh  again  took  charge  of  Baber, 
and  the  party  reached  the  house  where  he 
lived,  in  safety.  Baber  sent  a  message  to 
Nurudeen,  and  thanked  Nund  Singh  for  his 
escort. 

uWe  may  meet  again,"  said  the  latter; 
"  stirring  times  are  before  us." 


CHAPTER   IV. 

SLAVE   DEALINGS. 

THREE  days  after  the  events  recorded  in 
the  last  chapter,  Baber  was  sitting  under  a 
tree  in  his  garden,  when  the  post  arrived, 
bringing  a  letter  for  him  from  Bnsti  Ram. 
It  ran  thus: — UA  credit  for  you  has  been 
made  in  my  day-book,  of  five  thousand  rupees, 
sent  by  Beni  Ram  of  Lahore.7' 

As  Baber  was  conning  over  the  matter,  a 
form  glided  from  behind  an  orange  tree, 
knelt  down  and  clasped  his  feet.  He  recog- 
nised the  fair  slave-girl,  who  had  held  his 
shoes  at  the  doorway  of  the  Ranee's  audience- 
chamber.  He  told  her  to  be  seated,  and  she 
began  her  petition  thus: — u Jemadar  Khushi- 
yal  Singh,  when  in  Cashmeer,  ruined  my 
country ;  thousands  died  from  the  famine 
he  caused.  Peeroo,  the  father  of  the  abom- 
inable girl,  Mungela,  collected  children,  buying 
or  stealing  them,  and  sold  them,  like  lambs 
or  kids,  in  a  bazaar.  I  was  amongst  the 


SLA  VE  DEALINGS.  5 1 

number.  *  I  was  stolen  and  my  father  became 
a  pauper.  We  were  driven  from  our  house 
and  lands,  and  I  am  now  a  slave-girl,  bought 
for  forty  rupees.  Your  present  has  warmed 
my  heart;  I  feel  I  shall  be  happy  again. 
You  will  purchase  me — say  yes — take  me  to 
Cashmeer,  and  buy  back  our  house  and  lands, 
then  we  shall  again  be  happy.  We  must  find 
my  sister,  who  was  stolen  at  the  same  time. 
How  could  your  Honour  have  known  that  my 
name  was  Leila?  I  had  the  verses  on  the 
arm  jewel  read  to  me : 

"The  bulbul's  song  it  pleases  not 
When  Leila's  voice  I  hear." 

Baber  now  knew  why  the  girl  had  visited 
him;  he  had  forgotten  the  verses  were  on 
the  jewel,  but  did  not  disconcert  Leila  by 
telling  her  so.  He  replied,  uFor  what  amount 
could  you  be  purchased  ? " 

UI  fancy  about  eighty  rupees.  Mungela 
often  threatens  to  sell  me." 

"Then,"  said  Baber,  uyou  shall  be  free. 
I  will  speak  to  a  friend." 

" Thanks!  a  thousand  thanks!  I  shall  now 
go  away  light-hearted,  and  the  day  will  come 
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when  we  shall  row  together  on  the  lake  of 
Cashmeer ! " 

After  Leila's  departure,  Baber  could  not 
help  pondering  over  her  miserable  lot  in  life. 
From  Leila  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  the 
destiny  of  the  fair  Vale  of  Cashmeer,  ruined 
by  the  incapacity  of  Kurruck  Singh  and  the 
rapacity  of  Jemadar  Khushiyal  Singh.  The 
revenue  of  the  Valley  had  fallen,  by  the 
oppression  of  the  Sikhs,  from  forty  lacs  of 
rupees  to  eight  lacs. 

Whilst  thinking  over  the  wrongs  of  Leila, 
Baber  did  not  forget  to  report  the  very  words 
used  by  Ranee  Jindan  in  his  interview  with 
her  to  Nurudeen.  An  express  was  sent  off 
to  the  Rajas  Dhian  Singh  and  Gulab  Singh, 
and  it  was  said  that  as  the  very  words  of 
the  Ranee  were  reported  to  Runjeet  Singh, 
a  ray  of  intelligence  and  pleasure  passed 
across  his  face. 

The  two  Rajas,  chatting  together,  agreed 
that  plotting  had  already  commenced  and 
they  must  be  watchful  and  ever  on  their  guard. 

At  one  of  their  meetings  Nurudeen  spoke 
a  few  words  of  warning  to  Baber : — "  We 
are  on  the  very  brink  of  political  danger  and 
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disturbances.  Transact  your  business  quickly 
and  depart  from  Lahore.  Wait  for  the  chapter 
of  accidents  in  a  safe  place,  and  always  look 
to  me  as  a  friend." 

Baber  heard  this  sound  advice,  but  his 
thoughts  were  elsewhere,  the  fate  of  Leila 
haunted  him.  So  as  soon  as  it  was  possible 
he  called  one  of  his  servants  and  asked  him : 
ulf  I  wished  to  purchase  a  girl  slave  in  Lahore, 
where  could  I  find  a  man  whom  I  could  trust?" 

The  servant  answered: — "It  is  dangerous 
work  even  in  Lahore,  but  I  could  manage  it ; 
I  know  the  man." 

So  in  a  couple  of  days  Baber  disguised 
himself  and  started  with  his  servant  to  pay 
a  visit  to  a  house  not  far  from  the  Mohri 
Gate.  From  the  outside  the  house  did  not 
promise  much.  The  servant  knocked  at  a  door, 
and  it  was  opened  by  Mallan,  the  master  of 
the  house. 

"  Ah !  is  that  you  ?  Pray  come  in,  and  your 
friend  is  welcome." 

Baber's  servant  explained  the  object  of  the 
visit,  then  Baber  spoke.  Mallan  started. 

uNo  treachery,  I  trust?"  he  said. 

uNo,    no;   you   must  render  me  a  service. 
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There  is  a  girl  called  Leila  in  Mungela's  Zenana, 
purchase  her  for  me  and  make  me  your  friend." 

uYour  honour,  I  will  do  my  best,  but  the 
matter  is  one  of  difficulty.  I  will  bide  a  favour- 
able opportunity,  trust  me.  But  I  have  four 
girls  here :  be  pleased  to  see  them." 

Baber  saw  the  girls;  they  were  well  cared 
for.  One  struck  him  as  very  fair  and  good- 
looking;  he  asked  Mallan  about  her. 

uShe  is  from  Cashmeer,  one  of  Khushiyal 
Singh's  victims ;  her  name  is  Zinat.  Buy  her 
from  me ;  she  will  only  cost  you  fifty  rupees, 
and  she  can  remain  with  me  on  an  allowance, 
until  I  can  carry  out  your  orders." 

"  The  girl  is  mine,"  said  Baber.  u  Here  is  her 
price  in  gold,  and  money  for  clothes  and  three 
months'  expenses.  Take  great  care  of  her." 

Zinat  rose  and  clasped  Baber's  feet,  who, 
taking  his  leave,  said: — 

uYou  will  not  forget,  Mallan." 

uNo,  no,  my  Lord." 

As  Baber  and  his  servant  entered  the  street, 
there  was  a  great  stir,  and  hundreds  of  sol- 
diers were  passing  along. 

"What  is  the  cause  of  the  disturbance?" 
inquired  Baber. 
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uThe  Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh  is  dead, 
and  there  is  great  dismay  in  the  city,"  was 
the  reply  from  a  man  in  the  crowd. 

The  slave-girl,  Mungela,  hearing  a  stir  out- 
side her  house,  called  to  Leila,  saying : — u  Run 
and  find  out  what  is  the  matter." 

She  returned  out  of  breath  after  a  short 
absence,  and  gasped  out: — uThe  Maharaja  is 
no  more ;  he  has  gone  to  Paradise ! " 

"  Then  I  must  not  lose  time.  Come  close  to 
me,  Leila.  You  recollect  Baber  Sahib,  whose 
shoes  you  held  so  carefully  the  other  day.  You 
need  not  start  and  change  colour.  Take  an 
Ekka,  make  haste  and  go  to  his  house,  and 
say  to  him — c  Remember  the  petition  of 
Ranee  Jindan  for  Dhuleep  Singh.'  How  you 
tremble ! "  and  the  hazel  eyes  of  Mungela 
looked  sharply  into  those  of  Leila,  as  putting 
her  hand  to  the  girl's  heart,  she  continued: 
uNow  start,  and  take  care  not  to  forget  my 
message." 

Leila,  glad  to  escape  from  the  hazel  eyes, 
hurried  off  on  her  errand,  hired  an  Ekka  and 
reached  Baber's  house  just  as  he  had  returned 
from  his  visit  to  Mallan. 

She  was  introduced  and  gave  her  message. 
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^  Give  my  salaam  to  your  mistress,  and  say 
I  will  attend  to  it.  I  have  not  forgotten  you 
and  your  sorrows." 

Leila  looked  full  into  Baber's  face,  clasped 
his  feet  and  departed. 

Mungela  sat  at  home  full  of  impatience.  But 
Leila  did  not  lose  time;  she  was  back  in  a 
wonderful  short  space  and  gave  the  message. 

u  Did  Baber  Sahib  send  no  special  message 
to  me?"  inquired  Mungela,  with  some  asperity. 

Leila  was  at  a  loss  what  to  reply,  but,  slave- 
girl-like,  she  invented  a  message: — u Baber 
Sahib  said :  l  Tell  your  mistress  that  ever  since 
I  saw  her  I  feel  like  a  deer  pierced  by  her 
hazel  eyes.' 

"  And  you  were  going  to  hide  this  message 
from  me,  you  vile  creature !  I  will  teach  you 
how  to  come  between  me  and  Baber  Sahib ! 
You  shall  never  see  his  face  again !  I  will 
have  you  blinded,  your  ears  cut  off — and  would 
that  I  could  burn  you  on  the  Pyre  of  the 
Maharaja." 

"Come  here!"  shouted  Mungela,  and  she 
gave  her  orders  to  a  black  slave  who  appear- 
ed in  obedience  to  her  call. 

Leila    was    dragged    away   screaming   and 


SLA  VE  DEALINGS.  57 

struggling.  The  blinding-needle  was  heated, 
the  ear-cutting  knife  sharpened,  when  up 
rushed  Mallan. 

He  snatched  the  blinding-needle  from  the 
hand  of  the  man  who  held  it,  calling  out: — 
uWhat!  are  you  going  to  rob  me  of  a  pair 
of  eyes  as  bright  as  diamonds?" 

Taking  Leila  by  the  hand,  he  whispered  to 
her : — "  Stop  your  blubbering.  I  am  about  to 
purchase  you  for  his  Highness  Baber."  And 
the  two  entered  the  presence  of  the  infamous 
Mungela. 

Mallan,  who  was  a  favourite,  prostrated  him- 
self before  Mungela : — "  Do  a  favour  to  your 
slave.  Sell  this  worthless  morsel  of  flesh  to 
him,  he  will  soon  turn  her  white  skin  to  a 
proper  colour ! " 

"  She  is  yours  for  fifty  rupees.  Drag  her  off 
and  cut  her  throat  if  she  gives  you  any  trouble." 

Mallan  thanked  Mungela  and  dragged  away 
Leila,  crying  out : — "  Come  along,  you  daughter 
of  a  pig !  " 

When  clear  of  the  Palace,  Mallan's  energy 
relaxed  and  he  guided  the  girl  along  quietly. 
He  now  had  time  to  examine  his  purchase 
more  closely,  and  observing  Leila's  white  skin 
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through  her  torn  trousers  and  white  cambric 
bodice,  he  thought  to  himself: — 

u  Mallan,  you  are  in  luck  to-day !  You  have 
sold  one  slave-girl  to  Baber,  and  now  you  have 
bought  another  on  commission.  In  another 
week  this  girl  will  be  worth  her  weight  in 
gold.  What  eyes,  what  lips,  what  teeth,  what 
a  figure,  what  feet !  Mallan,  you  are  a  lucky 
fellow!" 

Leila  hardly  knew  what  to  think  about 
Mallan.  Was  he  about  to  play  her  false? 

He  watched  her  countenance  and  answered 
her  misgiving :  "  No,  no,  my  dear ;  let  no 
evil  thought  trouble  your  mind.  Before  to- 
morrow's sun  goes  down,  you  and  Zinat  shall 
be  in  the  Zenana  of  his 'Highness  Baber." 


CHAPTER    V. 

REFUGE. 

THE  death  of  Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh  came 
as  the  shock  of  an  earthquake  on  the  citizens 
of  Lahore ;  many  began  to  bury  their  treasure 
and  valuables. 

The  next  day  at  midnight  a  message  came 
from  Nurudeen  to  Baber: — "  Cross  the  Sutlej 
with  all  possible  haste." 

He  made  all  arrangements  and  crossed  the 
river,  but  not  before  he  had  seen  Mallan,  and 
sent  a  messenger  to  Ranee  Jindan  with  this 
short  message : — u  On  arrival  at  Loodiana  all 
your  wishes  shall  be  attended  to." 

Baber  heard  from  Mallan,  with  very  great 
satisfaction,  of  the  rescue  and  purchase  of 
Leila.  He  wrote : — u  Your  Highness  now 
possesses  two  beautiful  girls  full  of  jealousy 
about  you.  May  you  prosper !  " 

Accounts  were  settled,  and  it  was  arranged 
that  the  two  girls  should  be  sent  across  the 
Sutlej  into  a  Sikh  village,  there  to  await  orders 
from  Baber. 
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Thus  it  was  that  after  a  safe  journey  Baber 
found  himself  once  more  at  Loodiana. 

Zulficar  was  glad  to  see  his  master,  but 
was  perhaps  not  quite  so  cordial  as  he  might 
have  been  expected  to  be. 

Busti  Ram  welcomed  Baber  with  unaccustom- 
ed warmth  for  a  Hindoo,  saying: — uYou 
have  served  me  admirably.  I  have  not  made 
a  false  financial  move,  thanks  to  your  warn- 
ings. The  Punjab  will  soon  be  full  of  dis- 
order. One  political  party  will  make  use  of 
the  Army  to  serve  its  own  purposes.  The 
1  honour  of  the  widows  of  Runjeet  Singh '  will 
be  a  stirring  cry,  and  cause  the  death  of 
thousands.  I  have  not  lent  a  rupee  to  Shah 
Shoojah,  he  is  not  to  be  trusted;  you  did 
well  not  to  take  service  with  him.  Your 
friends,  Hafiz  and  Acbar,  are  with  the  Political 
Agent  who  accompanies  the  English  Army. 
Candahar  has  fallen,  and  every  day  we  hope  to 
hear  of  the  fall  of  the  famous  fort  of  Ghuzni. 
Its  capture  will  decide  the  fate  of  the  town 
of  Cabul." 

Baber  now  spoke  about  Ranee  Jindan  and 
her  request  to  have  the  claims  of  her  son 
brought  prominently  forward. 
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"Yes,  yes,"  said  Busti  Ram,  UI  will  see  to 
this  affair.  Ranee  Jindan  is  a  quick  woman 
to  be  in  the  field  so  early.  Maharaja  Khur- 
ruck  Singh  will  not  live  long,  his  constitution 
is  worn  out.  Then  there  will  be  a  struggle 
between  his  son,  Nao  Nehal  Singh,  and  the 
Rajas  of  Jummoo,  perhaps  with  the  English. 
There  will  be  torrents  of  blood  shed.  I  have 
a  friend  who  will  settle  the  claims  of  the 
Ranee  for  publicity  in  fine  style." 

And  Busti  Ram  kept  his  word.  The  result 
to  Baber  was  a  further  remittance  of  five 
thousand  rupees  from  Beni  Ram  of  Lahore. 

Now,  the  importation  of  slaves  into  British 
territory  and  their  sale  were  strictly  prohibited, 
and  the  cause  of  considerable  gain  to  the 
Police,  so  Baber  was  careful  to  have  his  pur- 
chases located  beyond  British  jurisdiction. 
Though  it  must  be  allowed  that  he  came  into 
the  market  more  as  a  philanthropist  than  any- 
thing else,  still,  he  had  bought  two  slave-girls. 
However,  for  the  present  the  girls  were  com- 
fortably housed  in  a  Sikh  village  about  ten 
miles  from  Loodiana,  belonging  to  Sham  Singh 
Attari  Wala,  and  a  woman  was  apportioned 
to  wait  on  them. 
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We  must  now  turn  our  attention  to  Nirgis. 
She  was  undeniably  a  shrewd,  quick,  handsome 
young  woman,  but  we  cannot  claim  for  her 
any  ancestral  rank.  Gulloo  was  her  husband 
by  law,  a  perfect  imbecile,  devoted  to  narco- 
tics •,  but  he  possessed  some  money,  and  Nirgis, 
with  a  sigh,  was  obliged  to  put  up  with  this 
shadow  of  a  husband,  who  poured  bright 
solid  rupees  into  her  lap,  saying: — "Take 
these  tokens  of  my  love,  and  draw  together 
a  nice  little  business  for  us  both  in  an  inn,  my 
dear." 

After  this  speech  so  much  to  the  purpose, 
Gulloo  but  seldom  spoke.  The  noise  of  his 
hubble-bubble  was  heard  from  morning  to 
night ;  a  little  opium  was  mixed  in  the  tobacco 
which  he  smoked,  and  Gulloo,  as  an  intelli- 
gent being,  was  lost  to  the  world. 

The  inn  kept  by  Nirgis  prospered.  If  any- 
one observed  Gulloo,  and  a  shade  of  scorn 
passed  over  his  face  as  he  cast  a  glance  at 
Gulloo's  handsome  wife,  Nirgis  would  ob- 
serve : — "  Yes,  yes,  as  quiet  as  a  mouse ;  there 
never  was  a  better  husband  than  Gulloo." 

uDear,  shall  I  fill  your  pipe?" 

In  days  of  old,  poison  would  have  despatched 
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Gulloo  to  another  region,  but  it  would  never 
have  been  given  by  the  hand  of  his  loving 
wife,  Nirgis.  At  the  rate  that  Gulloo  con- 
sumed the  delightful  vision-giving  opium, 
Nirgis  was  aware  that  he  would  not  last  for 
ever.  So  whilst  opium  was  casting  its  ever-in- 
creasing torpor  around  Gulloo,  Nirgis's  brain 
was  conjuring  up  visions  of  a  future  husband. 

uWho  would  he  be?  What  would  he  be 
like?" 

Nirgis  scouted  the  idea  of  a  long  interreg- 
num of  the  sighs,  sobs,  and  tears  of  widow- 
hood; but  she  would  be  tender  and  kind  to 
Gulloo  as  long  as  he  breathed.  From  the 
moment  that  she  cast  her  large  lustrous  eyes 
on  Zulficar  an  arrow,  as  if  shot  from  Cupid's 
bow,  made  her  start.  She  looked  behind  her 
but  there  was  no  one  there.  What  sudden 
spasm  was  that?  uWhat  a  foolish  woman  I 
am  to  start  at  the  sight  of  a  mere  boy, 
but  he  certainly  is  brave  and  handsome." 

She  was  at  her  wits'  end  when  Zulficar 
brought  the  Princess  to  her  serai,  and  some- 
what jealous.  u  Zulficar  shall  see  as  little  as 
possible  of  the  Princess,  and  she  shall  be  on 
her  way  to  Cabul  as  soon  as  I  can  start  her 
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off;  but  Zulficar  must  run  no  risks,  poor 
boy." 

Now  and  then  the  Princess  asked  Zulficar 
to  sing  to  her,  which  he  did  so  sweetly  and 
captivatingly  that  she  fell  into  a  pensive  frame 
of  mind,  and  thought  not  so  much  of  the 
singer  as  of  her  father  and  the  prospect  of 
being  able  to  return  to  him.  Then  the  fear 
of  the  old  eunuch  made  her  tremble  at  her 
own  thoughts.  uWhat  if  that  old  wretch 
should  catch  hold  of  me?  I  should  be  thrust 
into  a  sack,  dead  or  alive,  and  flung  into  the 
river  Cabul,  instead  of  the  river  Sutlej." 

Poor  Gulloo !  His  legs  became  thinner  and 
thinner  every  day;  his  eyes  sank  more  and 
more  into  his  head  below  his  eyebrows;  his 
skin  became  more  and  more  yellow,  and  his 
call  was  ever — uDear  Nirgis,  more  tobacco; 
let  it  be  stronger  with  opium." 

Nirgis  longed  for  Zulficar  to  sit  closer  to 
her  and  to  sing  a  sweet  song  to  her.  "Am 
I  not  as  worthy  of  it  as  the  Princess,  after 
all  I  have  risked  for  you?  Suppose  that  the 
police  came,  would  I  not  protect  you?" 

From  time  to  time  there  were  very  satis- 
factory accounts  from  Hafiz.  He  was  very 
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apt  and  industrious  and  had  an  excellent 
memory,  (as  his  name  warranted  all  to  be- 
lieve) being  able  to  repeat  the  Koran  by 
heart,  a  feat  of  which  any  Mahometan  might 
be  proud.  Cabul  had  been  reached  in  safety, 
and  the  climate  not  agreeing  with  one  of  the 
native  officials  in  his  office,  he  was  promoted 
to  a  very  important  post  which  brought  him 
into  frequent  contact  with  Sir  William  Mac- 
naghten.  Hafiz  could  have  wished  that  Baber 
had  thought  fit  to  accompany  him  and  lead 
a  life  of  energy,  but  Princes  of  the  house  of 
Timur  had  become  sadly  enervated,  dissipated 
and  reckless  with  the  fallen  fortunes  of  the 
Great  Mogul.  Still  Baber  had  exhibited  an 
example  of  some  of  the  almost  extinguished 
fire  of  his  family;  he  had  set  out  from  Delhi 
resolved  to  do  something,  and  chance  more 
than  his  own  choice  had  thrown  him  into  the 
way  of  Busti  Ram  and  into  his  service,  partly 
political,  partly  mercantile. 

For  a  time  things  went  on  smoothly  in 
Afghanistan.  Ghuzni  had  been  captured,  the 
Dost  was  a  wanderer  hurrying  along  his 
women  as  fast  as  he  could  to  escape  their 
capture  by  the  party  sent  after  them  by  the 
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English.  Shah  Shooja  had  visited  his  old 
haunts  at  Cabul  with  childish  energy  and 
delight,  and  the  blind  ex-King  Zuman  again 
breathed  the  delicious  air  of  Cabul  and  in- 
haled the  perfume  from  the  blossoms  of  the 
fruit  trees,  though  a  cruel  destiny  had  robbed 
his  Royal  eyes  of  vision.  Croakers  who  had 
predicted  utter  ruin  to  everything  and  every- 
body from  the  Cabul  expedition,  were  jeered 
at,  and  Sir  John  Cam-Hobhouse  went  about 
boldly,  crying  out:— "I  did  it,  I  did  it!" 
meaning  that  he  acted  as  sponsor  to  the  First 
Afghan  War.  * 

The  imbecile  Maharaja  Khurruck  Singh  had 
now  died,  and  was  succeeded  by  his  son  Nao 
Nihal  Singh,  who,  having  performed  his  father's 
obsequies,  much  to  his  delight,  as  it  is  said, 
was  returning  to  his  Palace  when  a  mass  of 
masonry  from  the  upper  part  of  the  gateway, 
under  which  he  was  passing,  fell  on  him  and 
crushed  him  so  that  he  did  not  survive  the 
accident  for  any  length  of  time. 

Thus  it  was  that  Sher  Singh  came  to  the 
throne  of  the  Punjab,  not,  however,  without 
some  bloodshed,  and  Baber  received  more  than 

*  Vide  Kaye's  Afghanistan. 
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one  message  from  Ranee  Jindan,  the  import  of 
which  was  always : — u  Remember  my  son !  " 

Baber  attended  with  earnest  diligence  to 
the  affairs  of  his  master,  and  his  energy  in 
the  cause  of  the  Ranee  was  well  repaid. 
Mungela,  the  slave-girl,  had  not  in  the  mean- 
time forgotten  him,  her  hazel  eyes  were  as 
bewitching  and  cruel  as  ever. 

By  degrees  Baber  learnt  all  about  Zulficar 
and  the  Cabul  Princess,  partly  from  a  gossip 
of  the  serai.  He  also  heard  through  reports 
from  Delhi  that  Zulfan  had  packed  up  her 
valuables,  arranged  her  money  affairs  (re- 
membering remittances  for  Zulficar),  taken  her 
two  slave-girls  with  her  and,  hiring  a  Hadjee  * 
as  a  servant,  had  set  out  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
Mecca;  her  hours  of  leisure  being  occupied 
by  readings  and  explanations  from  the  Koran 
with  which  the  Hadjee  was  so  conversant. 

In  one  of  his  letters  Hafiz  recorded  with 
pathetic  and  dramatic  effect,  how  that  one 
evening  Sir  William  Macnaghten,  the  Envoy, 
was  slowly  riding  along,  his  mind  fully  occu- 
pied with  the  increasing  burden  of  his  rule 
over  Afghanistan,  when  on  glancing  up  he  per- 

*  One  who  has  been  to  Mecca. 
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ceived  a  solitary  horseman  approaching  him, 
who  dismounted  and  claimed  his  protection. 
It  was  Dost  Mahomed  Khan  whose  name  has 
become  so  famous  in  the  history  of  Afghan- 
istan. He  was  sent  as  a  prisoner  to  India, 
and  Sir  William  Macnaghten  remained  at  Cabul 
to  receive  his  death-wound  from  the  son  of 
the  man  whom  he  had  treated  with  all  possible 
courtesy,  kindness,  sympathy  and  respect. 

On  passing  through  Loodiana,  Baber  paid 
a  visit  to  the  fallen  chief,  Dost  Mahomed,  and 
was  received  with  that  kindness  which  ever 
distinguished  him,  and  from  one  of  his  cour- 
tiers Baber  traced  out  the  family  pedigree 
of  the  Cabul  Princess  whose  life  Zulficar  had 
so  gallantly  saved. 

Baber  also  managed  to  visit  Leila  and  her 
friend  Zinat  now  and  then,  whilst  on  his  busi- 
ness tours  for  Busti  Ram.  Leila  related  as 
much  as  she  could  recollect  about  her  family, 
houses  and  lands,  and  since  his  means,  owing 
to  Ranee  Jindan's  liberal  remittances,  fully 
allowed  the  outlay,  he  bought  up  all  that 
Leila's  family  had  ever  possessed  in  the  Cash- 
meer  Valley.  The  Agent,  Mogul  Beg,  whom 
he  employed  in  the  matter,  was  a  very  clever 
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man  of  business.  He  wrote,  saying: — UI  have 
completed  the  bargains  as  directed,  and  added 
more  land  to  it  which  will  increase  in  value 
every  year,  being  not  far  from  the  "  Flowery 
Mead."  I  have  also  purchased  a  few  fields 
where  the  saffron-producing,  purple  crocus 
grows  to  perfection.  The  English  are  certain 
to  take  possession  of  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer. 
Be  pleased  to  look  upon  your  humble  servant 
with  a  favourable  eye.  Houses  and  lands  are 
being  put  into  first-rate  order.  The  former 
owner  is  caretaker,  but  not  over  cheerful  after 
all  his  sorrows." 

A  letter  from  Hafiz  to  Baber  reported: — 
u  My  honoured  Chief,  the  Envoy  Sir  William 
Macnaghten,  has  been  appointed  Governor  of 
Bombay  and  will,  it  is  said,  make  over  his 
official  duties  to  the  illustrious  Sir  Alexander 
Burnes." 

Munshi  Mohun  Lai  wrote  to  a  friend  at 
Delhi : — "  All  is  not  as  it  should  be  at  Cabul, 
there  are  plots  and  treachery  everywhere." 

From  Lahore  the  secret  news-writer  wrote 
to  the  Governor-General  of  India: — u Maha- 
raja Sher  Singh  sits  uneasily  on  the  throne 
of  the  Punjab  surrounded  with  plots,  he  is 
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careless,  and  when  intoxicated  blurts  out  poli- 
tical secrets." 

The  running  news-gossip  reported:  "Zulfan, 
the  mother  of  Zulficar  who  saved  the  life 
of  the  Cabul  Princess,  has  gone  to  Mecca. 
Wall!  Wahr 

Another  piece  of  gossip  was :  u  His  Highness 
Baber  is  busy  night  and  day,  bringing  money 
into  the  treasury  of  Busti  Ram.  We  shall 
see  what  the  news  of  to-morrow  may  be." 

The  girls  purchased  by  Baber  grew  fast; 
they  were  ever  quarrelling  about  him. 

uHe  bought  me  first,"  one  would  say. 

uHe  saw  me  first,"  the  other  would  reply. 

The  woman  in  charge  of  the  girls  was  very 
capable  and  had  a  magnificent  figure,  which 
no  one  could  see  without  admiring. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

IN    THE   KHYBER   PASS. 

IT  had  been  rather  a  close  atmosphere 
during  the  night,  but  as  daylight  was  coming 
on  the  air  became  cold.  Gulloo,  feeling  rather 
chilled,  rose  from  the  small  bed  on  which  he 
had  been  reclining  without  any  superfluous 
coverlets,  and  it  was  not  long  before  Nirgis 
heard  the  monotonous  sound  of  her  husband's 
hubble-bubble. 

After  a  time  the  sound  ceased,  and  as  day 
began  to  dawn  Nirgis  went  up  close  to  her 
husband  and  called  out: — "Gulloo!" 

There  was  no  reply,  his  spirit  had  fled  far, 
far  away  and  Nirgis  was  a  widow. 

Towards  evening  a  small  procession  was 
formed  and  the  body  of  Gulloo  was  carried 
to  its  last  resting-place;  Baber  and  Zulficar 
accompanied  it.  Nirgis  was  consoled  by  the 
Afghan  Princess  as  far  as  her  limited  acquain- 
tance with  the  language  of  Hindostan  and  her 
not  very  sympathetic  nature  allowed.  But  it 
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was  Zulficar  who  administered  the  real  balm 
of  consolation.  He  sat  close  to  her  and  spo&e 
to  her  with  true  sympathy  and  kindness. 

Nirgis  never  forgot  those  moments.  "I 
have  lost  my  kind,  tranquil,  patient  Gulloo, 
but  has  not  Providence  sent  a  messenger 
of  consolation  to  me  in  one  who,  perhaps, 
may  prove  a  second  Gulloo  to  a  poor  lone 
woman ! " 

Gulloo  left  a  little  money  behind  him. 
"It  was  so  thoughtful  of  him,"  said  Nirgis 
more  than  once.  And  native  tongues  reported 
in  the  true  oriental  style — uThat  Nirgis  was 
rich  and  would  soon  find  a  second  husband." 
Beauty  and  money,  who  can  resist  their 
charms  ? 

Shah  Shooja  sat  uneasily  on  his  throne. 
He  was  not  permitted  to  handle  the  reins  of 
Government  as  freely  as  he  considered  he 
had  a  right  to.  The  exiled  Ameer  Dost  Ma- 
homed Khan  had  as  a  ruler  been  successful 
and  popular,  though  Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh 
had  shorn  the  Afghan  territory  of  some  of 
its  revenue-paying  outlying  provinces.  Notably 
of  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer,  Peshawur,  Dhera, 
Ghazee  Khan,  Dhera  Ismael  Khan  andMooltan. 
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Thus  reducing  the  Afghan  territory  to  a  Inuch 
narrower  limit  and  lessening  the  revenue  which 
was  always  collected  from  the  turbulent  Chiefs 
and  tribes  with  extreme  difficulty. 

The  appointment  of  Sir  William  Macnaghten 
to  the  post  of  Envoy  was  an  unfortunate 
choice.  He  was  intellectual,  but  utterly  unfit 
to  cope  with  the  network  of  Afghan  treachery 
which  gradually  coiled  itself  round  him.  He 
would  not  or  could  not  see  that  it  was  only  a 
skilled  General  who  could  awe  and  master 
the  Afghan  nation,  not  a  Bengal  Civil  Servant 
as  he  was,  trained  in  the  tainted  atmosphere 
of  Calcutta. 

Hafiz  was  aware  that  a  storm  was  brewing 
and  did  not  think  that  even  the  accession  of 
Sir  Alexander  Burnes  would  set  matters 
straight.  What  was  needed  was  a  competent 
General  with  full  powers  to  act.  He  wrote  to 
Baber,  saying : — "  Send  Zulficar  up  here.  Do  not 
allow  him  to  idle  away  his  time  in  the  Bazaar 
of  Loodiana ;  he  will  come  to  no  good  there." 

But  Hafiz  did  not  know  of  the  charms  which 
kept  Zulficar  in  chains,  those  of  the  Afghan 
Princess  to  which  were  about  to  be  added 
those  of  Nirgis. 
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On  hearing  of  the  message  from  Hafiz, 
Nirgis  urged  Zulficar  to  be  up  and  doing 
something  worthy  of  the  care  which  Baber 
had  bestowed  upon  him, — not  that  she  wished 
to  be  separated  from  Zulficar  and  left  alone. 

"But  what  can  I  do  with  the  Afghan  Prin- 
cess?" inquired  Zulficar.  UI  could  not  leave 
her  here." 

Nirgis  replied: — "I  will  think  over  some 
plan  for  you  and  the  Princess,  never  fear!" 

"Thanks,  mother,  thanks!" 

Nirgis  turned  on  Zulficar  somewhat  sharply, 
saying: — UI  will  not  allow  you  to  call  me 
mother  or  sister.  You  must  think  of  some 
other  name  if  you  wish  me  to  be  of  service 
to  you.  Oh !  my  poor  Gulloo,  a  l  gone-to- 
Paradise'  husband  now!" 

"What  then  am  I  to  call  you?"  asked  Zul- 
ficar, coming  closer  to  Nirgis. 

"  You  need  not  ask  me,  you  poor  innocent 
boy.  There,  go  away  now,  people  will  think  I 
have  another  Gulloo  sitting  by  my  side.  Go 
away ! " 

Now  Shah  Shooja  was  uneasy  on  his  throne 
and  restless.  He  changed  his  apartment  to  a 
room  on  the  top  of  the  Bala  Hissar.  Guards 
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were  set  and  all  was  quiet.  Two  of  the  guards, 
who  thought  Shah  Shooja  was  asleep,  talked 
thus  in  too  loud  a  whisper. 

"  It  is  said  the  Princess  never  died  at  Loo- 
diana  from  cholera.  She  is  still  alive." 

"How  is  that,  my  brother?" 

uThe  Head  of  the  Zenana  ordered  her  to 
be  murdered.  You  remember  two  negroes 
disappeared  on  the  night  of  her  death. — But 
hush!  the  Shah  is  restless." 

For  a  time  Shah  Shooja,  who  had  heard 
the  conversation  of  the  guards,  pondered  over 
it,  then  dismissed  it  from  his  thought  as  idle 
gossip  and,  falling  asleep,  dreamt  of  his  daughter. 
She  was  with  him  in  his  Cabul  garden,  full 
of  beauty,  the  blossoms  of  the  apple  trees 
fell  as  a  shower  on  her  head,  her  hair  be- 
came crimson  and  white.  He  put  out  his 
hand  to  gather  up  one  of  the  blossoms,  and 
awoke  with  a  start. 

It  was  day-break  and  the  muezzin  sum- 
moned all  to  prayer. 

But  the  vision  of  the  night  would  not  quit 
the  Shah's  memory.  The  guards  were  called 
for  and  one,  on  being  questioned,  said:  "Your 
Highness,  fearless  of  consequences  I  will  re- 
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peat  what  I  have  heard  from  a  servant  of 
Munshi  Hafiz.  Your  Highness  still  has  a 
daughter  bright  in  beauty  as  the  Koh-i- 
noor!" 

"Which  Runjeet  Singh  robbed  me  of!" 
replied  the  Shah. 

And  Hafiz  and  his  servant  were  hastily 
called  for,  and  all  they  knew  was  reported  to 
His  Highness  Shah  Shooja. 

Then  the  chief  eunuch  was  dragged  trem- 
bling before  the  Shah.  He  knew  in  a  moment 
that  the  secret  was  discovered. 

uYou  wretch,  where  is  my  daughter?" 

"In  the  serai  at  Loodiana;  she  looked  down 
on  your  Highness  from  its  bastion  as  you 
started  for  this  expedition." 

At  a  signal  the  eunuch  was  dragged  away 
screaming,  beseeching  and  begging  for  pardon, 
promising  lacs  of  rupees  as  a  ransom.  But 
before  the  sun  had  risen  high  in  the  heavens 
a  sword  flashed,  wielded  by  a  strong  sure 
hand,  and  the  head  of  the  eunuch  fell  down 
on  the  ground.  The  same  day  another  eunuch 
took  his  place. 

A  letter  was  written  and  sent  off  to  Loodi- 
ana  by  an  express  messenger.  It  contained 
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instructions  to  the  Government  British  Agent 
at  Loodiana. 

One  morning  the  serai  of  Loodiana  was 
invaded  by  a  body  of  police,  headed  by  the 
Kotwal. 

uWhat  is  the  matter?  what  is  amiss?" 
asked  many  a  voice. 

Nirgis  adjusted  her  dress.  Zulficar  was 
not  far  off. 

"  I  wish  to  ask  you,  Nirgis,  whether  a  Cabul 
Princess  is  here?"  said  the  Kotwal. 

uYes,  my  lord,  in  the  bastion;  saved  from 
a  cruel  death  by  this  youth,  with  the  strength 
of  his  right  arm." 

The  Kotwal  found  the  Princess  as  Nirgis 
had  stated;  questioned  her  from  behind  the 
purdah,  made  notes  and  departed. 

"Keep  a  strict  guard  over  the  Princess," 
was  the  order. 

"Yes,  yes,  my  Lord,"  replied  Nirgis. 

The  most  wonderful  reports  were  circulated 
through  Loodiana.  Zulficar  was  to  have  a 
jageer  conferred  upon  him.  Nirgis  was  to 
receive  thousands  of  rupees,  no  one  knew 
how  many. 

As  Zulficar  sat  by  the  side  of  Nirgis,  she 
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said: — " Before  morning  dawns  the  air  will 
become  chilly;  shall  I  fill  your  hookah  as  I 
used  for  Gulloo?  Dear  departed  Gulloo!" 

In  a  few  days  a  party  was  ready  to  escort 
the  Princess  to  Cabul,  to  her  father.  She  de- 
clared that  she  would  not  move  without  her 
faithful  Zulficar. 

And  Nirgis  offered  herself  as  a  female 
attendant,  saying,  or  rather  thinking : — "  I  will 
not  lose  sight  of  Zulficar ;  he  seems  to  me  half 
a  husband  already.  My  heart  is  his ;  we  were 
made  for  each  other!" 

So  the  party  started  for  Cabul,  Nirgis  hav- 
ing secured  some  one  to  look  after  her  serai 
in  her  absence. 

But  before  Nirgis  started,  Busti  Ram  ordered 
his  clerk  to  buy  and  take  a  fur-lined  cloak 
to  her  and  a  pair  of  long  boots  lined  inside 
with  felt. 

"For,"  said  Busti  Ram,  "it  is  getting  late 
in  the  season;  snow  will  have  fallen  in  Cabul 
before  Nirgis  and  the  Princess  can  reach  it. 
Our  Indian  people  suffer  fearfully  from  cold, 
frost  and  snow." 

So  Nirgis  was  well  equipped  for  cold 
weather  and  had  also  provided  herself  with 
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warm   clothes   suited   to   a   man,   also  with  a 
sword. 

"For,"  said  she,  "if  danger  overtakes  us 
in  the  Khyber  I  may  have  to  defend  Zulficar, 
and  I  am  certain  he  will  do  his  best  for  me/' 

However,  nothing  of  special  interest  occurred 
to  the  caravan  to  which  Nirgis  belonged;  it 
travelled  along  smoothly  without  any  mishap 
until  it  reached  Peshawar.  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  gossip  and  much  excitement  caused 
by  evil  reports  flying  about,  but  there  was 
public  safety  owing  to  the  iron  rule  of  General 
Avitabile,  who  was  in  the  Sikh  service  and 
hanged  about  a  dozen  men  a  day  in  the 
public  places  as  a  warning  to  all  evil-doers 
and  an  encouragement  to  well-wishers. 

The  safe  passage  through  the  Khyber  was 
a  question  of  black-mail,  which  was  paid  in 
bright  silver  coins,  and  all  felt  secure  under 
a  guard  of  wild  savage-looking  Khyberees. 

On  reaching  Jumrood,  young  Mackeson  with 
his  matchlock-men  was  found  in  occupation 
of  the  Fort,  and  the  caravan  passed  on.  Now 
and  then  shots  were  fired  from  the  hills 
which  commanded  the  Pass,  but  no  one  was 
hurt.  When  close  to  the  city  of  Jellalabad 
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a  picket  of  English  soldiers  met  the  caravan, 
and  after  many  questions  it  was  allowed  to 
pass  on  into  the  town,  where  the  report  on 
the  tongue  of  everyone  was: — u  Disturbances 
in  Cabul!" 

The  maternal  grandfather  of  the  Princess 
Zeinab  lived  about  twenty  miles  beyond  Jella- 
labad,  on  the  road  to  Cabul.  On  the  follow- 
ing day  an  escort  was  provided,  and  the  Fort 
of  the  Chief,  for  such  was  the  grandfather, 
was  reached  by  the  Princess.  Her  grand- 
father and  grandmother  were  delighted  at 
again  seeing  Zeinab,  who  had  been  reported 
by  the  wicked  eunuch  to  have  died  at 
Loodiana  from  cholera. 

A  feast  was  given  by  the  Chief  to  his 
retainers  and  all  was  mirth  and  joviality. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

MARRIAGES. 

ONE  fine  morning  when  Baber  went  to  the 
house  of  Busti  Ram  for  orders,  the  latter 
said: — UI  wish  to  send  you  to  Cashmeer,  to 
its  capital,  Srinuggur,  to  look  after  my  affairs 
there.  It  is  to  me  a  centre  of  very  considerable 
importance  in  the  present  state  of  the  Punjab 
Government.  I  must  be  very  circumspect, 
must  look  here,  there  and  everywhere." 

Baber  replied: — "Your  orders  be  on  my 
head.  When  do  you  wish  me  to  start?" 

uAs  soon  as  you  possible  can;  all  your 
money  matters  have  been  arranged  for  you?" 

As  the  Fort  of  Sham  Singh  Attaree  Wala 
was  on  the  way  to  Cashmeer,  though  off  the 
main  road,  in  a  country  covered  with  brush- 
wood jungle,  Baber  resolved  to  visit  it,  pick 
up  his  two  Cashmeeri  girls  and  proceed  on 
his  journey.  He  was,  however,  obliged  first 
to  hire  some  retainers  and  buy  a  few  horses. 
Matters  were  soon  arranged,  and  on  a  lovely 
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morning  Baber  was  making  his  way  through 
the  jungle  towards  the  Fort  in  which  his  two 
girls  were  immured.  Sham  Singh  had  a 
guard  of  soldiers  at  the  Fort,  but  did  not 
himself  reside  there. 

Baber  met  Nasiban,  the  woman  in  charge 
of  the  two  girls,  at  the  gateway. 

u  Welcome,  your  Highness.  All  is  well.  A 
room  at  the  top  storey  of  the  Fort  is  ready 
for  your  reception.  Pray  ascend  without  delay." 

And  the  woman  led  the  way  up  to  the 
room  or  rather  rooms  in  question,  which  were 
screened  off  with  purdahs,  there  being  no 
doors.  From  an  embrasure  Baber  could  see 
over  the  country  for  miles  and  miles,  it  was 
dreary  and  desolate.  He  then  entered  the 
outer  room  and  drew  back  the  purdah  from 
the  inner  room.  He  was  fairly  startled.  He  saw 
before  him  a  young  woman  of  surpassing 
beauty;  her  figure  was  perfect,  there  was 
nothing  in  excess ;  her  countenance  was  calm 
and  placid,  her  eyes  mild  and  liquid,  her 
teeth  white  as  pearls,  and  her  complexion 
nut-brown.  She  smiled  and  welcomed  Baber. 

"  Your  Highness  is  I  trust  in  perfect  health. 
It  is  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  I,  your 
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wife,  Roshanara,  have  been  able  to  find  you. 
I  have  struggled  on  through  poverty,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  negro  at  Delhi,  who 
informed  me  where  you  were  and  advanced 
my  travelling  expenses  to  me,  I  had  never 
reached  you." 

Baber  welcomed  his  wife,  but  his  throat  felt 
somewhat  dry,  for  the  father  and  mother  of 
his  wife  had  never  allowed  him  to  see  anything 
of  her,  he  being  so  exceedingly  poor.  At 
the  time  of  his  marriage  his  father-in-law  held 
an  appointment  at  Kote  Kasim,  a  royal  Jageer 
belonging  to  the  King  of  Delhi,  but  having 
accumulated  a  sum  of  money  sufficient  to 
excite  the  cupidity  of  a  Minister  of  the  Court, 
he  was  arrested  and  thrust  into  an  unwhole- 
some dungeon  in  the  Palace  of  Delhi,  where 
Dara  Sheeko  had  been  murdered  years  be- 
fore whilst  preparing  lentils  for  his  dinner. 

Roshanara  was  delighted  to  meet  Baber, 
but  we  cannot  say  that  he  was  by  any  means 
overjoyed  even  at  the  arrival  of  such  a  lovely 
wife. 

"I  hope  soon  to  summon  all  the  members 
of  my  family,  my  father,  mother,  brothers, 
sisters  and  others,"  continued  Roshanara. 
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uYou  have  a  very  valuable  servant  in  Nasi- 
ban, she  has  been  very  attentive  to  me;  I 
will  call  her." 

Nasiban  appeared  on  Roshanara's  calling 
out  to  her ;  she  had  put  on  a  most  becoming 
dress  which  showed  off  her  figure  to  very 
great  advantage.  Baber  noticed  for  the  first 
time  what  a  magnificent  figure  she  had.  She 
was  indeed  a  splendid  woman,  so  different 
from  Roshanara. 

Baber  found  the  two  Cashmeeri  girls  much 
improved,  but  mere  shrimps  compared  with 
Nasiban.  They  were  both  delighted  to  meet 
him  again,  and  a  feast  ended  the  day  very 
pleasantly  for  all,  except  the  fowls  and  kids 
who  met  with  sudden  demands  on  them  to 
supply  it. 

The  two  Cashmeeri  girls  often  rose  just 
before  gun-fire  and,  ascending  the  highest 
tower  of  the  Fort,  looked  with  eager  strain- 
ing eyes  towards  the  North,  in  expectant  hope 
of  catching  a  momentary  glance  of  the  spar- 
kling, glittering,  snow-clad  summits  of  the  Hi- 
malaya, tinged  with  the  rose-coloured  tints  of 
the  rising  sun.  The  mountain-peaks  sparkled 
for  a  second  or  two,  and  then  mist,  cloud, 
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and  the  dust  of  the  hot  Indian  plain  hid  the 
diamonds  of  the  North  from  sight. 

"Our  home  lies  behind  those  wonderful 
peaks  of  snow,"  Leila  would  often  remark. 

uWhen  will  his  Honour  Baber  take  us 
there?"  Zinat  would  enquire. 

The  plain  stretched  out  for  miles  before 
the  Fort,  desolate  and  deserted.  The  only 
buildings  to  be  seen  were  a  Mosque  and  a 
few  ruined  out-offices,  about  a  mile  off,  with 
a  well  and  a  large  decaying  peepul  tree  cover- 
ed with  shreds  of  cloth  as  votive  offerings. 

The  two  girls,  as  they  gazed  over  the  plain 
towards  the  Mosque,  could  now  and  then  hear 
voices  and  sounds,  which  they  could  not  under- 
stand or  make  out.  Then  all  was  still  and  at 
rest,  until  the  clear  musical  voice  of  the  Muez- 
zin cried  out: — 

"  Great  is  Allah!  Great  is  Allah!  I  bear 
witness  that  there  is  no  God  but  Allah.  I 
bear  witness  that  Mahomet  is  the  Prophet 
of  Allah!  Come  unto  prayer,  come  unto 
happiness.  Great  is  Allah!  Great  is  Allah! 
There  is  no  God  but  Allah!" 

It  was  arranged  that  Baber  and  his  party 
were  to  start  early  the  next  morning  for 
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Cashmeer.  In  the  Fort  all  was  silent,  not  a 
sound  could  be  heard,  all  was  as  still  as 
death. 

All  of  a  sudden  as  daybreak  was  coming 
on,  before  gunfire,  Leila  awoke  with  a  sudden 
start,  quiver  and  shriek: — "What  was  that? 
Oh  heavens !  what  was  that  cold  shadow  that 
passed  by  me,  Zinat?" 

"You  have  been  dreaming,  Leila;  you  will 
soon  be  yourself  again.  Sit  up  on  your 
charpoy" 

Both  girls  were  terrified  and  hardly  dared 
draw  breath  as  they  listened  intently. 

The  bugle  sounded  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
Fort,  and  an  alarm  was  given. 

"Where  is  Bhoop  Sing?  Where  is  Man 
Sing?"  The  two  girls  ran  down  the  stairs 
of  the  Fort  as  fast  as  their  legs  would  carry 
them,  and  Leila  unloosed  her  dog  Bully  which 
Bhoop  Singh  had  given  to  her.  The  dog 
appeared  to  scent  mischief.  Leila's  dream 
urged  her  on ;  both  girls  as  if  by  magic  re- 
collected the  sounds  they  had  occasionally  heard 
from  the  direction  of  the  Mosque,  and  calling 
out  to  some  of  the  guard — "  Oh  Khalsa, 
quick!  quick!  bring  your  arms !"  they  darted 
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off  like  two  swift  arrows  across  the  plain  in 
the  direction  of  the  Mosque. 

It  was  daylight,  just  that  of  dawn.  Leila 
cast  a  rapid  glance  at  the  peepul  tree  and 
on  it  she  saw  what  made  her  cry  out  to  the 
Sikhs  who  were  with  her: — "I  declare  there 
hangs  a  strip  of  Bhoop  Singh's  scarf! " 

Quick  as  thought,  Leila  lifted  up  her  dog 
to  the  piece  of  scarf,  who,  smelling  it,  gave 
a  significant  glance  at  Leila  and  began  to 
take  up  a  scent. 

"Who  comes  there?"  called  out  someone 
from  the  Mosque. 

u  Friends,"  replied  one  of  the  Sikhs.  "We 
want  Bhoop  Singh  and  Man  Singh." 

"  Go  away ;  we  want  no  Sikhs  here  to 
interrupt  our  prayers!" 

" Now,"  said  Leila,  "  Khalsa,  do  your  work!  " 

Shots  were  fired  from  the  Mosque,  there 
was  a  rush  of  men,  some  were  killed  and  others 
made  prisoners.  The  dog  Bully  carried  a 
trace  to  some  ground  which  had  been  lately 
moved.  More  men  had  arrived;  the  ground 
was  dug  up  and  there  lay  the  bodies  of 
Bhoop  Singh  and  Man  Singh,  with  the  marks 
of  Thuggee  handkerchiefs  around  their  throats. 
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The  two  girls  were  hurried  back  to  the 
Fort,  overcome  with  horror. 

Sham  Singh's  police  arrived  and  the  ground 
around  the  Fort  was  searched  for  a  mile  or 
so  A  large  amount  of  treasure  and  more 
than  forty  bodies  in  all  stages  of  decay  were 
found  buried. 

How  Bhoop  Singh  and  Man  Singh  met 
their  tragical  end  did  not  come  to  light  until 
u Confessions  of  a  Thug"*  was  published. 

Baber  and  his  party  were  now  well  on  their 
way  to  Cashmeer,  and  in  due  time  the  lovely 
Valley  of  Srinuggur  was  reached.  Baber 
occupied  his  new  house  and  Leila  and  Zinat 
again  breathed  their  fresh  sweet  native  air. 

The  caretaker  claimed  as  a  father  by  Leila 
appeared  indifferent  and  callous,  and  indeed 
Leila,  who  had  been  absent  from  Cashmeer 
for  some  time  and  had  repeated  her  story 
parrot-like,  turned  away  from  her  father  and 
mother  as  if  they  were  strangers.  Her  father 
had  fallen  into  dire  distress  and  sold  his 
daughters,  thus  the  well  of  affection  was 
dried  up. 
*  By  Meadows  Taylor. 
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Next  morning  Mogul  Beg,  the  architect,  car- 
penter and  mason,  called  on  Baber  and  paid 
his  respects,  offering  a  small  present  of  flowers 
and  fruit. 

uYour  Honour  must  inspect  your  houses 
which  I  have  built,  and  the  lands  which  have 
been  bought  through  my  aid.  Since  the  cold 
weather  is  approaching,  you  had  better  reside 
in  the  one  you  now  occupy  near  the  Mosque 
of  Shah  Hamdan.  A  small  gift  to  its  Head- 
man will  propitiate  the  many  underlings  about 
it.  We  will  now  ascend  the  ground  and  visit 
your  house  on  the  road  to  the  Flowery  Mead. 
What  a  view  we  can  enjoy  from  it!  I  have 
put  the  best  of  wood  and  freestone  into  the 
building.  I  learnt  my  trade  in  Calcutta,  and 
now  I  will  serve  your  Highness  for  a  mere  trifle." 

UI  appoint  you  to  my  Agency  on  a  suitable 
salary  to  be  arranged  to-morrow,"  replied 
Baber. 

u Thanks  for  accepting  my  services;  your 
Highness  must  give  presents  to  the  Governor. 
Things  are  unsettled  at  Lahore,  but  you  are 
in  favour,  and  the  slave-girl,  Mungela,  has  al- 
ready sent  a  letter  to  the  Governor,  in  which 
the  chief  point  is  l  advance  the  interests  of 
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Prince  Baber.'    Now  look  down  from  the  roof; 
your  garden  has  been  laid  out  with  taste  like 
that  of  the  Taj  Mahal  at  Agra.     A  few  words 
whilst  we   are  by  ourselves  about  your  two 
slave-girls.    You  have  a  wife :  well  and  good, 
it  is  a  sign  of  honour  and  respect.   I  have  seen 
the  two  girls  as  they  came  along  the  road, 
they  wifl  be  useful  to  you.     But  do  not  allow 
the  caretaker  to  loiter  about  your  house.     I 
have   built  a   small   house    for   him   on   the 
banks  of  the  canal ;  he  and  his  wife  will  pull 
your  boat  with  others.     You  can  marry  the 
girls,  it  will  secure  them  from  being  molested. 
But  what  a  fine  woman  your  Highness  has 
in  Nasiban !  what  a  splendid  figure !  what  well- 
shaped  arms  and  limbs !  how  well  set  up — like 
a  magnificent  young  elephant!     As  I  passed 
her  a  gust  of  wind  blew  down  her  hair,  it 
fluttered  in  the  breeze  and  reached  down  to 
her  feet.    I  helped  her  to  tie  it  up,  it  was 
soft  as  the  pushan  on  one  of  our  Cashmeer 
goats,  from  which  the   finest  shawls   in  the 
world  are  made.     There  will  be  disturbances 
at  Lahore  before  long,   so  be  ever  on  your 
guard,  make  friends  of  the  Governor,  go  to 
Court  and  hear  the  news,  and  look  out  for 
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profitable  revenue  leases  of  farms.  I  will  call 
at  your  house  every  day  for  orders.  Never 
believe  a  word  spoken  by  a  Cashmeeri  man 
or  woman.  And  now,  your  Honour,  I  believe  I 
have  told  you  everything.  I  shall  spread  the 
report  that  your  Honour  is  betrothed  to  the 
two  girls,  and  speak  to  the  Cazee  about 
your  speedy  marriage." 

The  architect  had  indeed  bubbled  over,  but 
he  had  given  good  advice,  for  in  Cashmeer, 
under  Sikh  rule,  a  girl  was  torn  away  from 
her  home,  if  unmarried,  without  any  hesitation. 
Marriage  was  like  a  shield  of  protection  to 
her,  so  Baber  followed  the  advice  of  Mogul 
Beg,  which  indeed  was  that  of  his  Begum 
Roshanara. 

"  Marry  the  two  girls,  otherwise  you  may 
lose  them." 

The  Begum  spoke  a  few  words  to  the  two 
girls  about  their  marriage.  They  both  consent- 
ed, hanging  down  their  heads  with  becoming 
modesty,  as  they  quitted  the  presence  of 
Roshanara. 

Leila  remarked  to  Zinat : — u  Our  mistress 
has  made  over  two-thirds  of  her  husband  to 
us,  we  shall  now  be  sister  wives ! " 
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Zinat  made  a  wry  face,  but  returned  no 
answer. 

When  Nasiban  was  informed  of  the  intended 
marriage  of  Leila  and  Zinat,  she  became 
deadly  pale,  she  sighed,  her  breast  heaved 
with  emotion  and  she  sought  a  refuge  in  her 
own  apartment. 

The  Cazee  arrived  in  due  course  of  time, 
performed  the  marriage  ceremony  and  drew 
out  a  dowry-bond  for  each  girl,  of  one  thou- 
sand rupees  each.  He  received  the  usual 
presents  and  showered  blessings  on  everyone. 
The  marriages  did  not  take  place  a  moment 
too  soon,  for  plots  had  been  formed  by  the 
Governor  to  carry  the  two  girls  off  on  the 
plea  of  their  being  subjects  of  the  Lahore 
Durbar.  But  the  Cazee  and  the  architect 
warned  him : — u  Take  care  what  you  do  to  a 
friend  of  the  slave-girl,  Mungela,  who  is  rising 
every  day  in  Court  favour,  and  has  her  hand 
deep  in  the  money-bags  of  the  Treasury !" 

This  warning  ended  the  incident,  and  Baber 
settled  down  to  business  and  a  close  super- 
vision of  his  property. 

The  invigorating  pure  air  of  the  Valley  had 
a  most  beneficial  effect  on  both  Leila  and 
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Zinat.  They  begged  after  a  time  to  be  allowed 
to  dress  as  Cashmeeri  girls  and  to  take  an 
oar  as  rowers  in  Baber's  boat.  Each  was 
supplied  with  a  native  costume,  in  form  like 
a  loose  dressing-gown,  of  crimson  putto,  down 
to  their  feet,  and  red  skull-caps.  Nasiban  was 
quite  startled  to  see  the  improved  appearance 
of  the  girls  when  she  dressed  them  for  the 
first  time  in  their  new  clothes.  Their  brains 
began  to  get  stronger  and  to  shake  off  the 
enervating  effects  of  the  plains  of  the  Punjab, 
their  memories  seemed  to  return  to  them. 

They  could  soon  row  as  if  accustomed  to 
the  exercise  all  their  lives.  They  said  to  each 
other: — uThat  must  be  the  Throne  of  Solo- 
mon, the  lake  must  be  there,  full  of  Lotus 
blossoms,  and  the  floating  gardens."  Their 
bodies  expanded,  and  the  colour  came  into  their 
cheeks,  which  slavery  and  the  hot  sun  of  India 
had  for  a  time  banished,  but  it  lay  hidden 
like  a  flower  under  a  mantle  of  snow. 

Roshanara  was  fairly  overpowered  and  some- 
what jealous  of  the  improved  appearance  of 
the  girls,  who  often  contemplated  their  own 
charms  in  a  piece  of  looking-glass  fixed  into 
a  finger-ring. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

A   DEATH   P^EAN. 

THE  news  of  the  Cabul  disaster  arrived  like 
a  clap  of  thunder.  Baber  was  fearful  for  the 
fate  of  Zulficar  and  Nirgis  and  could  not  hide 
his  fears  from  Roshanara. 

UI  am  grieved,"  she  said,  "to  hear  about 
Zulficar  being  in  danger,  for  I  have  great 
interest  in  his  fate." 

"  Why,"  inquired  Baber,  u  should  you  take 
any  interest  in  Zulficar?" 

"Because  he  is  my  half-brother,  though 
not  the  son  of  my  mother." 

"I  have  heard  that  he  has  noble  blood  in 
his  veins." 

uYes,  it  is  a  fact;  I  trust  Zulficar  is  safe." 

Baber  sincerely  trusted  that  the  family  of  his 
Begum  would  not  venture  to  quarter  themselves 
on  him.  It  is  the  great  source  of  evil  in  India 
and  a  bar  to  self-exertion,  that  immediately 
a  man  begins  to  rise  he  is  reduced  to  poverty 
and  debt  by  a  crowd  of  relations. 
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Zulficar  and  Nirgis  were  very  uneasy  in 
the  Fort  of  the  Ghilzi  Chief,  (Zeinab's  grand- 
father). Men  came  in  a  hurry  and  departed 
in  hot  haste.  Now  and  then  what  appeared 
to  be  a  corpse  was  brought  to  a  small  burial 
ground  not  far  from  the  Fort  and  deposited 
there.  So  one  morning  it  happened  that  the 
Chief  called  on  Zulficar  to  follow  him,  and 
Nirgis,  clothed  in  man's  clothes  and  a  sword 
at  her  side,  followed  close  to  Zulficar,  the 
Chief  not  detecting  her  sex. 

"I  will,"  thought  Nirgis,  " protect  my  dear 
Zulficar  from  danger;  if  possible,  I  will  keep 
close  to  him." 

The  Chief  and  his  party  moved  along  over 
very  rough  ground  for  a  time.  At  length  a 
solitary  horseman  could  be  seen  bending  for- 
ward over  his  pony's  neck,  almost  worn  out, 
but  he  kept  along  the  road  below  the  Chief's 
party,  in  the  direction  of  Jellalabad. 

It  was  Dr.  Brydon,  the  herald  of  a  mourn- 
ful catastrophe  to  the  Jellalabad  garrison. 

The  Chief  descended  on  to  the  high  road. 
For  a  time  not  a  living  person  could  be  seen ; 
then  the  sound  of  shots  could  be  heard,  then 
shouts.  As  the  road  took  a  turn  a  small  group 
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of  wild-looking  men  could  be  seen  standing 
around  a  man  in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  kneel- 
ing on  the  snow,  his  face  towards  Mecca. 
He  was  repeating  a  portion  of  the  Koran, 
which  ran  thus: — 

uln  the  name  of  the  most  merciful  God! 
By  the  brightness  of  the  morning,  and  by 
the  night,  when  it  groweth  dark:  the  Lord 
hath  not  forsaken  thee,  neither  doth  he  hate 
thee.  Verily  the  life  to  come  shall  be  better 
for  thee  than  this  present  life:  and  thy  Lord 
shall  give  thee  a  reward  wherewith  thou  shalt 
be  well  pleased.  Did  he  not  find  thee  an 
orphan,  and  hath  he  not  taken  care  of  thee  ? 
And  did  he  not  find  thee  wandering  in  error 
and  hath  he  not  guided  thee  into  the  truth? 
And  did  he  not  find  thee  needy,  and  hath 
he  not  enriched  thee?  Wherefore  oppress 
not  the  orphan,  neither  repulse  the  beggar: 
but  declare  the  goodness  of  thy  Lord."  * 

He  ceased  and  was  about  to  fall  down, 
when  Zulficar  ran  up  with  Nirgis  to  support 
him.  It  was  Hafiz,  the  Envoy's  Munshi.  He 
recognised  Zulficar,  smiled,  sighed  and  died. 

uWho   killed   this   man?"  cried  the  Chief, 

*  Sale's  Koran,  p.  448. 
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uwith   the   words   of  the  Koran  at  his  heart 
and  on  his  dying  lips?" 

UI,"  said  a  man,  stepping  forward,  dressed 
in  a  black  blanket  suit,  dark  in  complexion, 
with  dark  curling  locks  of  hair  hanging  down 
his  neck  and  over  his  face.  UI  killed  the 
Kafir!" 

uAnd  I,"  said  Zulficar,  springing  forward 
like  an  antelope,  "will  revenge  the  death  of 
of  my  friend  Hafiz." 

The  huge  Ghilzye,  accepting  the  challenge, 
rushed  on  Zulficar,  but  his  foot  slipped  on  a 
pool  of  blood  which  dyed  the  pure  white 
snow,  and  the  intended  blow  from  his  sword 
missed  Zulficar,  who,  raising  his  sword  high 
in  the  air,  one  which  had  been  in  his  family 
for  ages,  with  all  his  strength  brought  it 
down  on  the  left  shoulder  of  the  Ghilzye  butcher 
and  with  a  drawing  cut  sliced  his  body  almost 
to  his  waist:  The  man  fell  forward  and  his 
last  words  were— uNe  Allah!"  (Oh  God!) 

uThe  two  are  now  in  Paradise!"  said  the 
Chief,  and  ordered  the  two  corpses  to  be 
carried  to  his  Fort. 

Not  far  from  the  spot  where  Hafiz  died, 
the  body  of  his  friend  Acbar  was  discovered, 
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the  face  turned  towards  Mecca.  At  the 
request  of  Zulficar,  it  also  was  taken  to  the  Fort. 
The  Chief  and  his  party  proceeded  along 
the  road  to  Cabul.  What  a  mass  of  corruption 
and  misery  had  the  error  and  perverseness 
of  a  clique  of  English  rulers  brought  about! 
Faithful  soldiers,  devoted  Indian  servants  and 
camp-followers  had  been  slaughtered  by 
thousands,  many  wandered  about  in  the  snow 
in  a  state  of  helpless  idiotcy.  Camels  passed 
the  Chief's  party  loaded  with  English  captive 
women  and  children. 

It  was  late  at  night  ere  the  Chief  and  his 
party  reached  the  Fort.  Nirgis  was  nearly 
worn  out  with  fatigue,  and  for  the  last  mile 
or  so  Zulficar  supported  her,  holding  her 
round  the  waist,  whilst  Nirgis  spoke  words  of 
commendation  and  praise  to  him,  which  made 
his  heart  beat  fast. 

For  several  days  after  this  adventure  Nirgis 
was  so  stiff  and  exhausted  that  she  could 
hardly  move,  she  still  wore  her  male  attire 
and  kept  out  of  sight  of  the  Chief's  people. 
Zulficar  felt  an  utter  disgust  for  the  Ghilzye 
butchers  who  flocked  along  the  Cabul  passes, 
fit  caterers  for  the  carrion-crows,  vultures, 
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kites,  hyenas,  jackals  and  wild  dogs,  which 
collected  from  every  direction  to  share  in  this 
unexpected  offering. 

The  fighting  now  gathered  around  Jella- 
labad.  There  the  English  were  victorious  and 
Acbar  Khan,  the  son  of  the  Ex-Ameer  Dost 
Mahomed  Khan,  had  to  retreat  with  the  loss 
of  men  and  prestige;  we  cannot  write  with 
loss  of  honour,  for  the  murderer  of  Sir  William 
Macnaghten  had  none. 

When  Zulficar  and  Nirgis  first  arrived  with 
the  Princess  Zeinab,  her  father,  Shah  Shooja, 
was  seated  on  the  throne  of  Cabul,  conse- 
quently the  position  of  her  two  attendants  was 
looked  upon  as  very  inferior  to  hers  however 
grateful  her  grandmother  might  be  for  services 
rendered  to  her  grand-daughter.  Nirgis  was 
made  to  feel  that  a  woman  of  India  could 
not  hold  any  rank  when  that  of  a  Princess 
was  in  question.  The  murders  and  atrocities 
committed  by  the  Ghilzyes  of  the  passes 
through  which  thousands  of  British  subjects 
had  to  pass  in  the  retreat  from  Cabul,  gave 
Zulficar  a  dislike  to  the  clan,  and  Nirgis  was 
not  slow  in  fanning  the  flame,  having  designs 
of  her  own  on  the  boy. 
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The  murder  of  Shah  Shooja  on  the  5th 
April,  1842,  the  report  of  which  soon  reached 
Zeinab's  grandfather,  somewhat  lowered  the 
tone  of  the  family;  but  Futteh  Jung  was  on 
the  throne  however  much  it  might  totter, 
that  was  some  comfort  to  the  Princess.  Still, 
when  Zulficar  proposed  to  visit  Jellalabad  with 
Nirgis,  no  one  opposed  his  wishes.  Leave 
was  taken  in  due  form,  thanks  for  the  past 
tendered,  and  in  the  end  the  Princess  followed 
the  fortunes  of  the  blind  Shah  Zuman,  and 
on  the  withdrawal  of  Pollock's  force  to  India 
again  took  up  her  residence  at  Loodiana. 

Time  passed  and  Nirgis  became  more  and 
more  in  love  with  Zulficar.  They  both  shivered 
at  the  name  of  Ghilzye,  the  Chief  and  all  his 
belongings  came  in  for  their  full  share  of  hatred 
and  disgust,  even  including  the  Princess 
Zeinab.  Zulficar  would  not  allow  her  name 
to  be  mentioned  by  Nirgis,  which  suited  her 
feelings  admirably,  for  now  she  had  fully 
determined  to  secure  Zulficar  for  herself.  But 
she  must  be  very  wary,  very  careful  not  to 
alarm  the  boy  and  give  him  a  love-chill.  She 
was  well  aware  that  Zulficar  grew  more  and 
more  attached  to  her  society,  but  that  was 
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not  nearly  enough :  words  of  love  must  come 
from  his  lips,  then  she  might  forget  the 
vanished  Gulloo  and  take  full  possession  of 
the  material  Zulficar.  Nirgis  perceived  that 
with  age  the  feelings  of  the  youth  were  every 
day  growing  warmer  towards  her — he  sat 
closer  and  closer  to  her,  and  his  countenance 
brightened  when  she  threw  morsels  of  flattery 
in  his  way. 

Thus  it  happened  one  day  that  Nirgis  after 
watching  the  sparkling  eyes  and  restless  figure 
of  Zulficar,  baited  a  trap  for  him. 

"I  wish  I  was  back  in  Loodiana." 

u  Would  you  fancy  travelling  to  Loodiana 
alone?"  returned  Zulficar. 

uHow  can  I  possibly  do  so  except  alone," 
said  Nirgis,  and  added  after  a  pause :  "  I  am 
in  truth  alone — alone!" 

She  took  a  glance  at  Zulficar.  His  eyes  were 
bright  like  diamonds,  his  chest  heaving,  his 
breath  rapid. 

u  You  might  find  one  who  loves  you!  "  said 
Zulficar,  his  voice  trembling  with  emotion. 

u  How  happy  might  I  then  be !  "  And  Nirgis 
took  a  momentary  look  at  Zulficar. 

He  came  nearer  to  her.    She  spread  out  her 
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arms  before  her,  and  Zulficar,  without  saying 
a  word,  rushed  into  them  and  covered  her 
face  with  kisses. 

The  God  of  Love  had  conquered. 

Nirgis  was  very  proud  of  the  conquest 
of  her  boy  lover.  She  imprinted  more  than 
one  kiss  on  his  lips  as  he  murmured: — 
"  Nirgis,  Nirgis,  how  I  love  you !  my  first  and 
only  love !  " 

When  he  had  recovered  himself  somewhat 
from  his  excitement,  Nirgis  pushed  Zulficar 
gently  away,  saying — "There,  that  will  do, 
I  will  never  cease  to  love  you !  Was  there 
ever  such  a  loving,  brave  boy?  Never,  oh 
never!"  Zulficar  was  somewhat  vexed,  and 
said :  "  Call  me  no  more  a  boy,  Nirgis.  You 
know  I  am  one  no  longer!" 

Nirgis  was  one  of  those  quick,  clever,  apt, 
but  illiterate  women  who,  if  they  fix  their 
minds  on  any  purpose  within  their  power, 
and  circumstances  and  surroundings  favour 
them,  eventually  succeed.  By  the  perverse 
marriage  laws  of  India,  she  had  been  tacked 
on  to  the  imbecile  Gulloo,  and  when  she  was 
free  to  arrange  a  marriage  for  herself,  even 
before  she  had  fixed  on  Zulficar  as  a  suitable 
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husband,  Nirgis  did  not  fancy  the  melancholy 
lot  of  being  immured  in  a  Zenana,  the  wife 
of  a  man  with  three  or  four  wives. 

She  determined  that  Zulficar  should  be  hers 
and  hers  only. 

In  due  time  Nirgis  was  married  at  Jellalabad, 
and  here  her  prudence  stepped  in :  she  made 
Zulficar  promise  to  give  her  a  dowry  of  a  lac 
of  rupees,  and  a  deed  to  that  effect  was 
drawn  up. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

IN   ARMS. 

AFTER  his  marriage  with  Nirgis,  Zulficar 
continued  to  live  at  Jellalabad,  where  Sir 
Robert  Sale  commanded  the  illustrious  garri- 
son, but  every  post  brought  the  news  that 
General  Pollock  and  his  avenging  army  were 
coming  nearer  and  nearer,  having  overcome 
every  objection  raised  to  its  advance  by 
u  white-livered  men." 

Zulficar,  well  mounted,  joined  the  caval- 
cade which  went  out  to  welcome  General 
Pollock  and  his  force;  his  heart  beat  with 
excitement  as  he  saw  regiment  after  regi- 
ment march  by,  full  of  ardour  and  expectation, 
to  try  conclusions  with  their  treacherous 
Afghan  foe. 

An  English  officer,  seeing  Zulficar,  was  so 
much  struck  with  his  appearance  that  he  asked 
who  he  was,  and  on  receiving  his  reply,  said  :— 
"  You  shall  be  enlisted  in  a  cavalry  regiment, 
and    as   your   horse  is  good,  you  shall  serve 
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as  an  orderly  to  the  General.  You  can  come 
on  duty  as  soon  as  you  like." 

Zulficar  thanked  the  officer,  made  his  arrange- 
ments, told  Nirgis  of  his  plans,  and  was  in  his 
place  with  the  General's  escort  early  next 
morning. 

Nirgis  was  very  sad  at  parting  with  her 
dear  husband,  but  was  wise  enough  not  to 
chill  his  ardent  spirit  for  adventure. 

The  summer  months  had  passed  away  when 
a  despatch  arrived  from  Lord  Ellenborough, 
the  Governor-General  of  India,  to  General 
Pollock  to  this  purport: — uthat  perhaps 
General  Nott  might  feel  disposed  to  retire 
from  Candahar  to  the  Provinces  of  India,  by 
the  route  of  Ghuznee,  Cabul  and  Jellalabad, 
and  that  perhaps  General  Pollock  might  feel 
disposed  to  assist  the  retreat  of  the  Candahar 
force  by  moving  forward  upon  Cabul."  * 

The  first  move  of  Pollock  was  to  send  a 
force  under  Monteith  to  punish  the  people 
of  the  Shinwarree  Valley.  Ali  Boghan  was 
partly  burnt  and  the  inhabitants  plundered  to 
some  extent;  then  the  village  of  Goolai  was 
attacked,  forts  and  houses  were  destroyed, 

*  Kaye.  Vol.  III.,  pp.  283-286 
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beautiful  trees  were  ringed  and  left  to  perish. 
At  a  place  called  Mazena  some  righting  took 
place,  in  which  H.  M.  3ist  Foot  took  part. 
Five  and  thirty  forts  were  set  fire  to,  and  the 
brigade  returned  to  Jellalabad  on  the  3rd  Aug. 

Zulficar  had  attracted  the  notice  of  the  com- 
manding officer,  and  he  returned  to  Nirgis  well 
pleased  with  his  " baptism  of  fire",  saying: — 
u  This  fighting  and  smell  of  gunpowder  is  more 
to  my  taste  than  the  perfume  of  a  Zenana." 
Nirgis  thought — uYes,  my  dear  bird,  it  is 
the  way  of  boys,  one  day  hot,  another  cold ; 
but  you  are  now  mine!" 

On  the  2Oth  of  August*  Pollock  began  to 
move  from  Jellalabad,  and  that  day  the  advan- 
ced guard  under  the  General  himself  reached 
Sultanpore  on  its  way  to  Gundamuck.  At 
the  latter  place  he  intended  to  assemble  the 
whole  of  his  troops  which  he  had  selected  to 
accompany  him  to  the  capital — in  all  about 
8000  men.  On  the  23rd  August,  Pollock  with 
the  advance,  reached  Gundamuck.  Zulficar 
was  on  duty  with  the  General  as  an  orderly. 

Fighting  took  place  at  Mummoo  Khail  and 
Koochlee  Khail,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of 
*  Kaye.  Vol.  III.,  p.  298. 
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Zulficar ;  the  hostile  Chiefs  were  defeated  and 
fled  to  Cabul.  From  the  spot  at  Gundamuck 
where  the  camp  was,  Zulficar  could  see  in 
the  distance  the  Fort  of  the  Ghilzye  Chief 
(Zeinab's  grandfather),  and  towards  evening, 
meeting  a  man  of  his  tribe,  he  sent  a  message 
saying: — uThe  English  will  attack  almost 
immediately.  Place  all  in  safety  and  give  my 
Salaam  to  the  Princess." 

The  man  started  at  full  speed  to  the  Fort 
and  the  Ghilzye  Chief  promptly  sent  a  flag 
of  truce  and  provisions  to  the  advance  guard 
of  Pollock's  force. 

On  ist  September,  Futteh  Jung,  the  puppet 
King  of  Cabul,  rode  into  camp  in  tattered 
clothes,  mounted  on  a  wretched  pony,  with 
only  three  followers.  On  the  8th  September 
a  battle  was  fought  on  the  heights  of  the 
Jugdulluck  Pass.  Zulficar  passed  the  spot 
on  which  Hafiz  and  his  friend  Acbar  had 
been  murdered,  and  his  blood  being  up  he 
asked  permission  to  accompany  the  stormers 
of  Sale's  regiment,  the  I3th  Foot,  some  of 
the  soldiers  of  which  he  had  met  at  Jellalabad. 

The  stormers  clambered  up  the  almost  in- 
accessible positions  on  the  heights,  and  drove 
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the  Ghilzye  butchers,  minus  their  standards, 
headlong  down  the  mountains,  which  resounded 
with  a  loud  British  cheer.  Zulficar  was  well 
to  the  front,  nimble  as  a  wild  cat. 

On  the  1 3th  September  the  forces  of  Pollock 
and  Acbar  Mahomed  Khan  met  at  Tezeen. 
The  hills  around  Pollock's  position  were 
crowded  with  Afghans,  the  valley  was  full  of 
their  horsemen.  There  was  first  of  all  a 
cavalry  charge  in  which  Zulficar  took  part, 
and  the  sabres  of  the  3rd  Dragoons  fell 
heavily  on  Afghan  skins.  There  was  de- 
sperate fighting  on  the  hills  above  the  pass, 
but  the  British  soldier  would  take  no  denial. 
The  Huft  Kotal  was  crowned  after  a  stupen- 
dous ascent,  and  although  the  Afghans  fought 
with  heroic  courage  and  obstinacy,  they  had 
to  fly.  Acbar  Khan,  taking  his  prisoner, 
Captain  Bygrave,  with  him,  fled  to  Ghoribund 
Valley,  and  on  I5th  September,  Pollock's  force 
encamped  on  the  Cabul  race-course. 

Zulficar,  on  learning  that  the  blind  King 
Zuman  Shah  was  to  accompany  Pollock's 
force  on  his  quitting  Cabul,  was  much  interested 
in  the  tragical  history  of  that  unfortunate  old 
man,  but  he  was  afraid  to  present  himself  at 
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his  Durbar,  or  at  that  of  Futteh  Jung,  remem- 
bering his  adventure  as  a  thoughtless  boy  in 
the  Royal  Zenana  at  Loodiana.  However,  he 
made  enquiries  as  to  the  fate  of  Shah  Shooja, 
so  as  to  be  able  to  communicate  particulars 
to  the  Princess  Zeinab. 

The  following  is  what  he  was  able  to  glean 
from  various  sources. 

uShah  Shooja  rose  early  on  the  morning 
of  the  5th  April,  arrayed  himself  in  royal 
apparel,  and  accompanied  by  a  small  party 
of  Hindostanees,  proceeded,  under  a  salute,  in 
a  chair  of  a  state  towards  his  camp,  which 
had  been  pitched  at  Seeah-Sung.  But  Soojah- 
ool-dowlah,  the  son  of  the  Newab,  had  gone 
out  before  him,  and  placed  in  ambush  a 
party  of  Jezailchees.  As  the  Shah  and  his 
followers  were  making  their  way  towards  the 
regal  tent,  the  marksmen  fired  upon  them. 
The  volley  took  murderous  effect.  Several 
of  the  bearers  and  of  the  escort  were  struck 
down;  and  the  King  himself  killed  on  the 
spot — a  ball  had  entered  his  brain.  Soojah- 
ool-dowlah  then  rode  up,  the  body  of  the 
King  was  stripped  of  the  jewels  about  it — 
the  jewelled  dagger,  the  jewelled  girdle,  the 
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jewelled  head-dress — and  it  was  then  cast 
into  a  ditch."  * 

This  was  the  news  which  Zulficar  had  to 
communicate  to  the  Princess  Zeinab  on  his 
return  journey  to  Jellalabad  with  Pollock's 
force;  but,  by  the  advice  Nirgis,  who  met 
her  husband  full  of  joy  at  his  return  to  her, 
it  was  subjected  to  dilution,  so  that  the  feelings 
of  the  Princess  should  not  be  too  acutely 
strained. 

uYour  Royal  father  met  a  glorious  death 
fighting  for  the  honour  of  his  country ;  so  there 
is  no  cause  for  grief.  He  is  amongst  the 
blessed  in  Paradise"  were  the  words  in  the 
letter  forwarded  to  the  Princess  by  Zulficar. 

He  was  delighted  with  the  appearance  of 
Nirgis,  and  told  her  so  in  no  measured  terms. 
Nirgis  accepted  the  homage  paid  to  her 
beauty,  but  thought: — "If  possible,  for  the 
future  I  will  keep  you  by  my  side,  or  else 
you  may  prefer  perfumes  other  than  mine; 
too  much  flattery  even  to  a  wife  is  dangerous !  " 

Nirgis  quitted  Jellalabad  with  Zulficar  in  the 
train  of  the  victorious  army  of  Sir  George 
Pollock ;  she  travelled  in  a  small  litter  carried 

*  Kaye.  Vol.  III.,  p,  109. 
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by  two  men: — "For,"  said  her  women  friends, 
"  my  dear,  you  must  be  careful,  very  prudent ; 
do  not  over  fatigue  yourself.  What  a  kind 
good  husband  you  have  captured,  full  of  life 
and  vigour!  How  did  you  secure  him?" 

Nirgis  smiled  and  said :  — Flattery  and  my 
mother  wit  captured  a  dear  husband  for  me !  " 

Peshawur  was  reached.  There  Nirgis  rested 
and  bought  an  outfit  suitable  to  the  climate 
of  the  Punjab,  and  in  due  course  of  time,  she 
took  up  her  residence  at  Loodiana,  in  a 
house  which  had  been  rented  for  her. 

Zulfan  had  returned  from  Mecca  and  was 
at  first  disposed  to  be  displeased  with  Zul- 
ficar's  marriage.  However,  on  meeting  Nirgis 
she  was  more  than  satisfied,  and  a  business 
was  secured  for  Zulficar,  that  of  a  cloth  mer- 
chant trading  with  Cashmeer  and  Central 
Asia.  Zulfan  advanced  ample  funds,  and  Nirgis 
was  happy  and  full  of  hope  for  the  future. 


END   OF   PART   I. 


PART   II. 


CHAPTER   I. 

BABER'S  FRESH  CHOICE. 

THE  Begum  Roshanara  had  displayed  very 
considerable  energy  in  starting  to  search  for 
her  husband  Baber ,  poverty  and  almost  hunger 
had  forced  her  to  leave  the  Palace  of  Delhi 
behind  her.  She  was  now  happy  enough, 
as  she  told  Baber  in  the  following  words: 
"I  have  plenty  to  eat,  clothes,  jewels,  pawn 
in  my  box,  surma  (antimony)  for  my  eyes, 
henna  to  dye  my  hands  and  feet,  and  a  good 
house  to  live  in.  I  do  not  wish  to  move 
about  in  the  Valley  as  yet — it  is  too  cold. 
Take  the  two  Cashmeeri  girls  about  with  you 
as  much  as  you  fancy,  I  shall  not  be  jealous." 
After  these  few  words  the  Begum  called  for 
her  female  servant  to  wait  on  her  and  to 
serve  up  tea  prepared  in  Cashmeeri  fashion. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Baber  spent  his 
leisure  hours  on  the  river  Jhelum  and  the 
lakes  of  Srinuggur,  with  Leila  and  Zinat,  who 
were  always  good-tempered — and,  although 
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not  intellectual,  they  improved  their  knowledge 
of  the  beautiful  spots  and  old  buildings  along 
the  borders  of  the  lakes  day  by  day,  and  were 
able  to  talk  and  amuse  Baber  with  sensible 
conversation  instead  of  indulging  in  the  vapid 
news  of  the  Zenana.  Hot  tea  served  with 
butter  and  milk  was  always  ready,  and  braziers 
to  warm  hands  and  feet.  It  was  as  yet  too 
early  for  regular  pic-nics. 

At  the  request  of  his  wives  Baber  adopted 
a  Cashmeeri  dress  when  in  their  society,  and 
his  looks  in  it  were  a  source  of  constant  praise 
from  their  lips. 

The  house  in  which  Baber  lived  was  com- 
modious and  warm  in  winter,  for  a  portion 
of  it  had  been  built  with  freestone.  There 
was  a  vault  for  treasure  cunningly  arranged, 
and  a  set  of  rooms  which  Baber  exclusively 
occupied,  with  secret  passages  passing  here 
and  there.  Roshanara  had  her  rooms,  Leila 
and  Zinat  theirs,  but  Nasiban  for  a  time  did 
not  occupy  the  set  of  rooms  assigned  to  her. 

At  length  she  took  possession  of  them,  the 
fact  not  being  known  to  Baber.  She  had  a 
woman  servant  in  constant  attendance,  who 
was  very  observant  and  under  her  ministra- 
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tions  Nasiban  improved  every  day  in  appear- 
ance— perhaps  the  fine  air  of  Cashmeer  had 
something  to  do  with  clearing  a  complexion 
now  resembling  the  soft  colouring  of  an  ostrich- 
egg  so  much  admired  by  Arabs.  Nasiban's 
figure  was  always  magnificent,  but  it  grew 
more  elastic  and  pliant,  and  her  waist  smaller. 

One  fine  bright  morning  the  servant  in 
attendance  proposed  to  brush  the  hair  of  her 
mistress. 

uYou  must  stand  up,  my  lady,  and  I  will 
brush  it  for  you.  There,  now  that  it  is  loose 
it  more  than  touches  the  ground — it  shines 
like  the  dark  plumage  of  a  hill  pheasant ;  and 
your  figure  is  as  erect  and  lovely  as  one  of 
the  red  cedar-trees  of  our  Valley.  Dear! 
dear!  why  have  you  not  married?  Are  you 
intending  to  remain  single  all  your  life  ?  What 
is  your  secret?  Surely  you  must  have  one?" 

Nasiban  gave  a  start. 

And  the  woman  continued: — uWhy  not 
think  of  his  Highness  our  Master?"  (a  slight 
start  from  Nasiban).  "Or  of  some  one  else? 
Some  men  require  us  poor  timid  women  to 
make  a  little  love  to  them." 

Nasiban  replied :— "  Nurse,    my  Master  has 
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never  even  looked  at  me,  at  least  I  am  not 
aware  of  his  ever  having  done  so.  Why 
should  he?" 

uWhy  should  he  not?"  and  giving  a  final 
brush  to  her  mistress's  hair  and  stroking  it 
down  with  the  palm  of  her  perfumed  hand,  the 
woman  added : — u  My  advice  is  this  :  the  next 
time  you  see  our  Master,  throw  some  mean- 
ing into  your  eyes.  There,  there,  no  Princess 
ever  looked  more  captivating.  Just  hold  your 
sheet  before  I  throw  it  over  you.  Oh  dear! 
what  noise  is  that?  I  will  run  away — it  is 
your  Master  coming.  Do  not  forget  the  eyes  !  " 

A  side-door  opened  and  Baber  stood  before 
Nasiban.  He  had  not  expected  to  see  her  in 
the  room  and  he  would  have  retreated  on 
seeing  her  with  her  hair  down,  but  Nasiban 
threw  such  meaning  into  her  eyes  that  he 
hesitated,  advanced  close  up  to  her,  and  was 
about  to  place  his  hand  on  her  arm,  when  she 
held  up  before  him  the  sheet  which  she  held  in 
her  hand,  saying : — "  If  your  Honour  wishes  to 
hide  me  as  your  wife  for  ever,  throw  this  sheet 
over  me,  as  is  the  custom  of  my  people." 

*  Mahomet  cast  his  mantle  over  Sofia  in  token  that  she 
was  his  own.  The  wedding  is  celebrated  by  an  abundant 
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Baber  snatched  the  sheet  from  her  hand 
and  threw  it  round  her  saying: — "Mine  for 
ever,  Nasiban !  Thanks  that  my  heart  has  been 
turned  towards  you  as  the  Prophet's  was  to 
Zeinab ! " 

Nasiban  fell  on  Baber's  shoulder,  saying: — 
"I  have  long  long  loved  you,  but  did  not 
dare  to  hope  that  one  so  unworthy  and  lowly 
would  ever  have  your  love.  Oh !  I  feel  quite 
overcome— Yes,  only  you!" 

Nasiban  would  have  fallen  had  not  Baber 
caught  her  and  placed  her  on  a  couch  which 
was  near. 

"  There,  there ;  you  will  soon  recover.  Shall 
I  call  for  Nurse?" 

"  No,  no ;  I  must  speak  to  you  alone.  You 
do  not  know  my  history:  can  you  love  me 
without  knowing  it?" 

Baber  replied: — "I  wish  not  to  pry  into 
the  past:  from  this  hour  you  are  mine." 

"For  the  present,"  said  Nasiban,  "let  our 
marriage  be  a  secret  between  us.  I  cannot 
give  you  my  reason." 

"Granted,"  said  Baber.    "  You  know  where 

feast  of  dates,  curdled  milk,  and  butter.  "Mahomet,"  by 
Muir,  p.  365, 
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the   secret   door   is    now.     For    the    present, 
farewell!" 

As  soon  as  Baber  had  retreated  the  nurse 
was  called  by  Nasiban,  who  said  to  her:  — 
"I  am  married  to  my  Master,  but  it  is  a 
secret  as  yet." 

"Trust  me,  my  dear  lady.  Now  I  will  do 
up  your  hair  and  you  must  go  to  sleep.  I 
will  place  this  blanket  over  you — or  two  if 
you  like." 

"But  first,"  said  Nasiban,  "make  me  some 
hot  tea,  for,  dear  nurse,  I  feel  so  frightened." 

The  nurse  went  to  fetch  the  tea,  thinking : 
"I  was  certain  Nasiban  wished  to  marry 
Baber.  What  a  splendid  wife  he  has  gained 
in  her !  I  saw  love  in  the  eye  of  my  mistress 
months  ago.  What  says  the  Koran  about 
marriage  ?  '  Take  in  marriage  of  such  women 
as  please  you — two,  three,  or  four  and  not 
more '  and  Nasiban  is  now  the  fourth  wife, 
thanks  to  my  teaching/'  * 

They   say  two  things  cannot  be  concealed 

—love  and  asafoetida.     During  the  day  many 

presents  arrived  for  Nasiban  and  were  stowed 

away  by  the  nurse,  with  very  great  satisfaction, 

*  Sale's  Koran,  Chapter  IV. 
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in   the   apartments  of  her  Mistress;  amongst 
them  was  a  present  for  herself. 

Some  persons  on  reading  the  account  of 
Nasiban's  marriage  may  be  inclined  to  cry 
out  uno  marriage"  in  a  critical  censorious 
temper.  Well,  let  it  be  borne  in  mind  that 
Nasiban  surrendered  her  person  to  Baber  after 
the  performance  of  a  ceremony  known  to  her, 
viz.,  that  of  having  a  sheet  thrown  over  her 
by  a  man  who  claimed  her  as  his  wife — 
having  failed  to  cry  "  Purdah"  at  her  door,  as 
he  ought  to  have  done,  and  thus  surprised 
her  as  the  Prophet  Mahomet  did  Zeinab  of 
old.  Nasiban  having  been  left  alone  by  her 
nurse  was  thus  compromised.  Let  us  remember 
that  an  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  a  Lord 
Privy  Seal,  and  a  Lord  Chancellor  were  mar- 
ried at  Gretna  Green  and  had  issue  of  the 
marriages  contracted  there."  * 

The  Indian  Penal  Code  had  not  at  the 
time  we  write  of  invaded  Cashmeer,  nor  had 
the  elaborate  writings  of  Sir  William  Maine 
and  Sir  Henry  Stephen  undermined  the  net 
work  of  Indian  marriage  contracts,  flimsy 
as  they  might  be  in  the  estimation  of  men 
*  Lord  Brougham's  Speeches,  Vol.  III.,  p.  436. 
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who  had  studied  in  dark  corners  of  the 
Temple  or  Lincoln's  Inn.  We  therefore  pro- 
nounce Baber  and  Nasiban — Man  and  Wife 
— quite  able  to  fight  out  their  case  in  a 
Law  Court. 

Leila  and  Zinat  were  most  anxious  to  ascend 
the  hill  called  the  Throne  of  Solomon,  this  they 
did,  one  clear  day,  accompanied  by  Baber.  A 
boat  was  used  for  the  first  part  of  the  expedition, 
and  the  two  women  were  conveyed  to  the  top 
of  the  hill  in  square  litters  carried  at  each  corner 
by  a  strong  Cashmeeri  man. 

The  Priest  in  attendance  at  the  Temple 
on  the  summit  of  the  Throne  of  Solomon  wel- 
comed the  party.  He  was  dressed  in  orange- 
coloured  clothes  and  held  a  string  of  black 
beads  in  his  hand.  The  Priest  was  much  struck 
with  the  appearance  of  Leila  and  Zinat — so 
well  dressed  in  their  crimson  gowns — and  had 
much  satisfaction  in  pointing  out  various  objects 
to  them  in  the  Valley  which  stretched  out 
for  miles  below  them.  He  called  attention 
to  the  silver  line  of  the  river  Jhelum. 

"Now,"  said  he,  ulook  towards  the  City: 
it  sadly  wants  the  fine  tapering  Minarets  of 
Delhi  to  embellish  it,  still  it  has  its  attractions, 
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separated  as  it  is  from  the  world  by  its 
protecting  mountains.  The  Valley  is  ninety 
miles  long  by  twenty-five  wide.  That  is  the 
Huri  Purbut  Fort,  where  so  many  scenes  of 
violence  have  been  enacted.  Listen  to  the 
thunder  rolling  amongst  the  peaks  of  Hur- 
mookh.  There  you  see  the  Mosque  of  Shah 
Humdan." 

uAnd  our  home  is  close  to  it,"  said  Leila. 
u  Look,  Zinat,  there  it  is — looking  so  new  and 
beautiful.  How  happy  we  are  there!" 

The  Priest  pointed  out  many  other  places, 
but  Leila  and  Zinat  were  lost  in  admiration 
of  their  own  home,  and  being  somewhat  tired 
of  standing,  they  sat  down  on  a  carpet  which 
was  spread  for  them  by  a  disciple,  whilst 
Baber  listened  eagerly  to  all  the  Priest  had 
to  say.  Towards  evening  the  party  retraced 
its  steps  to  the  happy  home  provided  by 
Baber  for  his  wives. 

As  the  Priest  left  the  Temple  to  return 
home  at  night,  he  could  not  help  pondering 
over  the  beauty  of  the  two  women  just 
springing  like  lovely  flowers  into  the  bloom 
of  womanhood,  whilst  he  remained  a  solitary 
man,  pledged  to  celibacy  for  ever, 
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The  slave-girl,  Mungela,  did  not  forget  to 
send  remittances  now  and  then  to  Busti  Ram 
on  Baber's  account,  and  as  he  was  returning 
from  the  expedition  to  the  Throne  of  Solomon 
with  his  Cashmeeri  wives,  an  express  was 
put  into  his  hands,  it  was  urgent : — u  Do  your 
best  for  the  Ranee.  The  Minister  Dhian  Singh 
is  talking  of  the  boy  Dhuleep  Singh  for  the 
dignity  of  Maharaja,  and  plots  are  about  to 
burst  out;  there  is  treachery  everywhere." 

In  a  few  days  the  news-writer  gave  the 
following  items  of  news. 

uThe  Ministers  are  talking  of  the  child 
Dhuleep  Singh.  What  does  this  mean?" 

"  To-day  Ajeet  Singh,  under  the  pretence 
of  showing  a  choice  carbine  to  the  Maharaja 
Sher  Singh,  shot  him  in  the  most  treacherous 
manner." 

"  And  Lehna  Singh  murdered  Pertab  Singh, 
son  of  the  Maharaja — a  mere  boy." 

"  Dhian  Singh  was  murdered  the  same  day."  * 

Express    after  express  reached  Baber.     He 
prepared     to    start    in    haste    for    Loodiana, 
where    the   Agent   to   the    Governor-General 
was  residing. 
*  Vide  Cunningham's  "History  of  the  Sikhs." 
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He  bade  farewell  to  the  Begum  and  to  the 
two  Cashmeeri  wives,  who  shed  torrents  of 
tears  and  embraced  him  over  and  over  again. 
Both  gave  him  charms  against  everything 
possible  in  this  world. 

But  the  parting  with  Nasiban  was  the  most 
painful  and  trying  ordeal  he  had  to  go  through. 
On  learning  that  Baber  was  about  to  quit 
her,  she  threw  her  arms  around  him  and 
clung  to  him  with  frantic  energy. 

"  Remain  another  day !  To  part  with  you, 
my  dearest,  will  break  my  heart,  indeed  it 
will !  How  happy  we  have  been  for  the  last 
five  months !  " 

But  Baber  must  go,  so  Nasiban  bid  him 
farewell,  and  as  he  was  going  down  the 
passage,  she  followed  him.  He  turned  back 
and  Nasiban  loaded  him  with  caresses. 

The  nurse  led  her  back  to  her  own  room, 
saying: — uHis  Honour  will  soon  be  back?" 

"But  when,  nurse?  when?" 

Hot  tea  consoled  Nasiban,  and  the  nurse 
said:  uYou  shall  have  a  row  on  the  lake 
and  wear  a  Cashmeeri  dress;  you  will  look 
very  handsome  in  it?" 


CHAPTER   II. 

JEALOUSY. 

BABER  left  Cashmeer  sick  at  heart;  he  had 
to  leave  his  wives  behind — four  in  number. 
Who  could  tell  what  would  happen  in  his 
absence  ?  His  Cashmeeri  wives  were  a  source 
of  very  great  anxiety  to  him,  and  he  did  not 
like  to  dwell  on  the  thought  of  Nasiban  and. 
all  her  fascinating  qualities  of  mind  and  body. 

By  rapid  travelling  Baber  reached  Loodiana 
not  an  instant  too  soon.  Several  expresses 
were  waiting  for  him  full  of  urgent  requests ; 
the  burden  of  them  was — uHis  Highness 
Dhuleep  Singh".  But  thanks  to  good  fortune 
and  various  resources,  all  went  on  smoothly, 
and  Baber  was  amply  rewarded  by  Mungela 
now  in  high  favour  and  up  to  her  elbows  in 
the  money-bags  of  the  Treasury. 

Zulficar  paid  an  early  visit  to  Baber.  He  was 
much  grown  and  expatiated  on  his  having 
such  a  wife  as  Nirgis.  Baber  saw  her  and 
found  her  mother  of  a  son. 


JEALOUSY.  127 

She  said :  u  There  never  was  such  a  good 
husband  as  my  dearest  Zulficar — only  fifteen 
years  of  age! " 

Baber  gave  the  usual  presents  and  left 
Cashmeer  at  the  earliest  possible  date.  He 
did  not  meet  Zulfan — she  had  returned  to 
Delhi  after  paying  Nirgis  a  visit. 

Four  months  had  elapsed  since  Baber  had 
quitted  the  lovely  Valley.  The  month  of 
May  had  commenced — every  fruit  tree  was 
full  of  blossom,  and  a  nightingale  sang  as  of 
old  amongst  the  trees  of  the  island  of 
Chenars. 

Messengers  met  Baber  about  five  miles 
from  the  city  with  good  news  from  his  home. 
"  Leila  and  Zinat  each  have  a  son  of  three 
months  old.  All  is  well." 

The  Begum  Roshanara  welcomed  Baber 
with  the  dignity  of  a  Palace  lady  and  received 
the  presents  brought  for  her  with  satisfaction 
especially  a  fresh  supply  of  pawn.  Then  the 
Begum  told  Baber  that  he  had  better  pay  a 
visit  to  his  Cashmeeri  wives,  otherwise,  said 
she,  uthey  will  be  jealous  of  me." 

Baber  took  the  hint.  Leila  was  exceedingly 
pleased  at  meeting  her  husband  and  enchanted 
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with    the    presents,    which    he    had    brought 
for  her. 

But  he  found  Zinat  prudish  and  coy  at 
first.  "  Why  have  you  left  me  so  long?"  she 
asked.  Gifts  were  presented  and  Zinat  relaxed 
little  by  little,  and  on  Baber  giving  her  a 
flower  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  she  smiled 
on  him  most  lovingly. 

A  messenger  from  Nasiban  was  waiting  for 
Baber  as  he  left  the  apartment  of  Zinat. 
Her  nurse  came  up  close  to  him  and  said : 
"  My  mistress  is  far  from  well.  Pray  come  and 
see  her  as  soon  as  you  possibly  can;  she  is 
quite  ready  to  admit  you." 

Baber  found  his  wife,  Nasiban,  reclining  on 
a  divan  of  crimson  cloth.  She  was  dressed  in 
pure  white  muslin  and  a  light  covering  was 
thrown  over  her ;  her  lovely  hair  was  arranged 
in  beautiful  tresses. 

Looking  at  her  husband,  Nasiban  said : 
uYou  will  pardon  my  not  rising  to  welcome 
you.  How  long — how  very  long  you  have  been 
absent!  but  I  forget  the  past  in  having  your 
love.  Take  both  my  hands  in  yours  and  let 
me  lean  towards  you  a  little.  You  will  come 
and  see  me  again  very  soon,  I  must  not 
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detain  you,  no,  no ;  you  have  others  to  visit. 
Nurse  will  send  for  you;  you  will  come  and 
see  your  wife,  will  you  not?" 

As  Baber  left  the  room  Nasiban  called  to 
the  nurse,  who  did  all  she  could  to  cheer  up 
the  spirit  of  her  mistress. 

As  the  sun  rose  the  nurse  repeated  the 
following  words  from  the  Koran  as  Nasiban 
slept:  ucThey  attribute  daughters  to  God 
(far  be  it  from  him),  but  unto  themselves 
children  of  the  sex  they  desire.  And  when 
any  is  told  the  news  of  the  birth  of  a  female, 
his  face  becometh  black  and  he  is  deeply 
afflicted'* — but  my  mistress  is  now  full  of  joy 
for  she  has  borne  a  son." 

Baber  re-entered  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer 
on  1 5th  May,  after  his  visit  to  Loodiana  about 
the  business  of  the  Ranee  Jindan,  and  circum- 
stances threw  him  more  than  usual  into  the 
society  of  his  wife  Zinat.  He  found  that  her 
reserve,  to  which  she  was  rather  disposed, 
wore  off  gradually  and  that  she  was  a  most 
enchanting  companion ;  illiterate  it  is  true, 
but  she  seemed  to  anticipate  his  every  want. 
Contact  with  the  depraved  persons  to  whose 

*  Sale's  Koran. 
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custody  girls  purchased  as  slaves  are  too  often 
consigned,  had  not  blunted  her  feelings  or 
tainted  her  ideas  or  conversation,  for  she  had 
been  purchased  by  Baber  a  few  days  after 
her  arrival  in  Lahore  and  felt  grateful  to  him 
for  his  having  taken  such  care  of  her  before 
her  marriage,  to  which  she  consented  without 
much  thought,  hearing  everyone  say  that  ua 
girl  ought  to  be  married." 

Since  her  marriage  Zinat  had  developed 
into  a  woman  and  she  began  to  realize  what 
it  was  to  be  one  of  four  wives,  and  a  pang 
of  jealousy  often  shot  through  her  heart,  but  she 
determined  to  keep  as  quiet  as  she  could  and 
to  restrain  her  feeling.  Now,  however,  Baber 
was  always  in  her  society  and  the  two  made 
constant  expeditions  on  the  river  Jhelum  and 
the  lake,  sometimes  travelling  considerable 
distances  together  and  not  returning  until  the 
lapse  of  a  day  or  so.  Zinat  made  every 
arrangement  for  dinner,  being  an  excellent 
cook  herself,  and  able  to  direct  everything  in 
a  boat  specially  set  apart  for  culinary  purposes. 

Thus  time  slipped  away,  and  Baber  was 
never  tired  of  listening  to  the  voice  of  Zinat, 
which  was  sweet  and  melodious. 
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Still  Zinat  felt  that  fresh  subjects  for  con- 
versation were  wanting,  so  she  persuaded 
Baber  to  occupy  some  of  his  spare  time  in 
fishing  and  shooting,  whilst  she  collected 
many  rose  trees  from  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer 
so  celebrated  for  their  blossoms  of  splendid 
brilliancy.  For  years  and  years  the  delicacy 
of  the  odour  of  these  rose  blossoms  has 
furnished  the  far-famed  attar. 

Zinat  sent  off  the  rose  trees  collected,  and 
ordered  them  to  be  planted  in  her  garden 
at  home.  She  also  collected  apple,  plum, 
apricot  and  walnut  trees  for  the  garden  of 
Baber's  house,  which  the  architect  had  built 
for  him  on  rising  ground  outside  the  town. 

The  plundering  Sikhs,  who  had  held  the 
Valley  of  Cashmeer  after  the  decay  of  the 
Mogul  power,  had  cut  down  and  destroyed 
thousands  of  trees.  Baber  pointed  out  to 
Zinat,  with  a  bitter  remark,  what  havoc  the 
Sikhs  had  caused  to  the  beautiful  Shalimar 
palace  and  canal,  and  even  to  the  gardens 
around  the  fountains  of  Achbal. 

Zinat  replied: — ult  is  the  sword  which  will 
always  govern  Hindostan.  Relax  your  hold  on 
it  and  you  perish !  " 
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ult  is  even  so,"  said  Baber  with  a  sigh. 

One  morning  after  Baber's  departure  on  a 
shooting  expedition  a  boatman  approached 
Zinat,  and  said : — u  Your  Highness  should  visit 
our  celebrated  cascade,  not  far  from  this; 
the  air  is  perfectly  clear." 

So  Zinat  ordered  her  conveyance  in  the 
shape  of  a  four-cornered  litter,  carried  by 
four  men,  and  set  off.  She  was  fairly  bewild- 
ered with  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  which 
met  her  eye.  *  A  cascade  was  seen  from  a 
distance  at  the  side  of  a  high  hill,  rolling  down 
impetuously  through  a  long  and  gloomy 
channel  covered  with  trees,  precipitating  itself 
suddenly  down  a  perpendicular  rock  of  pro- 
digious height.  Her  ears  were  stunned  with 
the  noise  of  the  mighty  waters. 

One  of  the  boatmen  who  assisted  in  carrying 
Zinat's  litter,  informed  her  that  the  Emperor 
Jehangir  erected  a  large  building  on  an 
adjacent  rock,  which  was  smoothed  for  the 
purpose,  whence  the  court  might  leisurely 
contemplate  this  stupendous  work  of  nature. 

Zinat's  chair  was  placed  on  the  ground,  and 
she   recollected   that   she   had  seen,  when  at 
*  See  Bernier. 
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Lahore,  the  tomb  of  this  same  mighty  Emperor 
Jehangir  at  Shadera,  used  as  a  barrack  for 
Sikh  soldiers. 

The  boatman,  approaching  nearer  to  Zinat, 
said: — uHis  Highness  Baber  is  of  the  race  of 
this  Emperor,  so  celebrated  throughout  the 
world." 

This  delicate  flattery  pleased  Zinat,  but  she 
replied : — u  How  cruel  it  is  of  death  to  snatch 
away  our  mighty  ancestors  and  leave  us  like 
wandering  ants! " 

Nasiban  passed  the  time  of  her  seclusion 
somewhat  heavily,  though  her  nurse  did  her 
best  to  amuse  her.  The  attention  which  Baber 
was  paying  to  Zinat  did  not  escape  her  notice, 
for  she  more  than  once  saw  from  her  lattice- 
work window,  Zinat's  boat,  with  Baber  seated 
by  her  side,  pass  up  and  down  the  river 
Jhelurn. 

How  she  longed  to  take  Zinat's  place ! 
Then  she  thought  of  her  son.  u  What  would 
Baber  say  about  him  when  she  met  him?" 

The  nurse  cheered  her  by  saying : — "  My 
dear,  it  will  soon  be  your  turn  to  be 
made  much  of  by  his  Highness  Baber;  you 
must  not  allow  jealousy  to  spoil  your  beauty. 
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Baber  has  only  to  again  cast  his  eyes  on 
you  and  he  will  then  be  as  ardent  as  ever, 
indeed  he  will.  Your  beauty  is  more  be- 
witching every  time  I  look  at  you.  Shall  I 
repeat  some  of  our  blessed  Koran  to  you,  my 
dear?" 

uYes,  nurse,"  answered  Nasiban.  uBut  is 
it  true  that  our  Prophet  has  written  that 
women  have  no  souls  ? — or  that,  if  they  have, 
they  will  perish  like  those  of  brute  beasts? 

uNo,  no,  my  dear  mistress,  it  is  not  so. 
The  general  idea  is  that  they  will  not  be 
admitted  into  the  same  abode  as  the  men, 
because  their  places  will  be  supplied  by  the 
paradisiacal  females.  Though  some  allow  that 
a  man  will  there  also  have  the  company  of 
those  who  were  his  wives  in  this  world,  or 
at  least  of  such  of  them  as  he  shall  desire, 
but  that  good  women  will  go  into  a  separate 
place  of  happiness  where  they  will  enjoy  all 
sorts  of  delights." 

Nasiban  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then 
replied: — uBut,  nurse,  do  you  think  that  my 
husband  Baber  would  desire  to  have  me 
with  him?" 

u  Doubtless,  my  dear,  dear  mistress;  but  I 
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will  now  repeat  to  you  some  of  the  blessings 
of  Paradise." 

"  l  They  shall  no  t  hear  therein  any  vain 
discourse  or  any  charge  of  sin,  but  only  the  sa- 
lutation, " Peace!  peace!"  Verily  we  have 
created  the  damsels  of  Paradise  by  a  peculiar 
creation  beloved  by  their  husbands  of  equal 
age  with  them,  for  the  delight  of  the  com- 
panions of  the  right  hand.'  * 

"  Again  we  find:  'All  these  glories  will  be 
eclipsed  by  the  resplendent  and  ravishing  girls 
of  paradise,  called  from  their  large  black  eyes, 
Hur  al  oyun,  the  enjoyment  of  whose  com- 
pany will  be  a  principal  felicity  of  the  faithful.' ' 

On  hearing  these  words  Nasiban  heaved 
a  very  deep  sigh,  of  which  the  nurse  took 
no  notice,  but  continued :  "  l  There  will  be  water 
in  abundance.  The  first  feast  will  consist  of 
meat  from  the  ox  Balam  and  the  fish  Nun, 
the  lobes  of  whose  livers  will  suffice  seventy 
thousand  men.' ' 

She  had  much  more  to  relate  about  the  four 

perfect  women, — one  of  whom  was  u  Fatimaour 

Prophet's  daughter," — the  food,  the  music,  the 

jewels,  the  clothes,  and  the  perpetual  youth  of 

*  Sale's  Koran,  p.  75. 
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those  who  were  selected  to  enter  Paradise  as 
the  faithful. 

But  at  length  the  time  arrived  for  her  to 
array  Nasiban  in  her  most  attractive  jewels 
and  clothes,  to  find  out  His  Highness  Baber, 
and  whisper  in  his  ear : — "  Your  wife  Nasiban 
will  be  ready  to  receive  you  at  twelve  o'clock 
to-day.  She  is  more  beautiful  than  ever  and 
longs  to  see  you." 

The  nurse  did  not  tell  Nasiban  that  she 
had  spoken  to  Baber,  but  at  the  time  appointed 
she  perfumed  Nasiban's  hair  as  she  stood  on 
the  very  spot  she  had  occupied  ten  months 
before  when  she  became  Baber's  wife. 

Nasiban  said: — uOh!  nurse,  I  feel  so  very 
frightened,  so  ashamed,  having  hardly  seen 
my  husband  for  five  months.  I  hear  footsteps. 
Oh !  nurse,  nurse,  don't  leave  me  alone !  No, 
no;  I  fear  Baber  may  only  visit  me  as  a 
concubine!  " 

The  footsteps  came  nearer  and  nearer  like 
those  of  a  stealthy  wolf.  The  quick  ears  of 
the  nurse  heard  them.  A  secret  door  opened 
slowly. 

Nurse  whispered  hastily  to  her  mistress: — 
uYou  need  not  be  ashamed.  You  are  now  a 
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wife  and  a  mother;  your  son  may  some  day 
sit  on  the  throne  of  Delhi!" 

The  door  creaked,  and  off  ran  the  nurse.  Her 
words  caused  a  tremor  to  pass  through  Nasiban ; 
what  if  they  should  prove  true?  Her  heart 
beat  faster  and  faster,  her  bosom  heaved.  She 
gazed  at  the  door,  impatient  with  excitement. 
Her  husband  stood  before  her  dressed  in  white. 
In  an  instant  she  clasped  him  with  her  finely 
shaped  arms  and  pressed  him  to  her  lovely 
breast,  crying  out : — u  Welcome  home,  my  more 
than  beloved  husband,  dear  to  me  now  for  my 
own  and  my  son's  sake!" 

Nasiban  had  never  before  felt  such  intense 
love  for  her  husband ;  he  had  conquered  every 
feeling  of  her  heart.  Still,  she  was  bashful  and 
the  hot  blood  coursed  through  her  veins  and 
showed  itself  in  blushes.  Baber  was  sensible 
of  a  great  change  in  the  feelings  of  Nasiban 
towards  him ;  she  had  given  him  the  warmest 
possible  welcome  after  a  virtual  absence  of 
five  months,  for  on  his  return  he  had  seen 
her  but  for  a  few  minutes.  He  felt  she  would 
not  shrink  from  any  request  he  might  have 
to  make,  he  therefore  led  her  gently  but 
hardly  resisting  to  a  couch  which  was  near, 
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her  face  crimson  with  blushes,  and  seated 
himself  by  her  side. 

Baber  then  spoke  words  to  Nasiban  which 
she  most  longed  to  hear :  praise  of  the  beauty 
of  her  son.  Nasiban  was  overwhelmed  with 
emotion  and  threw  her  arms  round  her  hus- 
band. Thus  Baber  sat  with  Nasiban  his  wife 
hour  after  hour  until  the  sun  went  down, 
leaving  all  in  darkness.  A  light  was  brought 
by  nurse  and  Baber  made  a  feint  of  retiring. 

But  Nasiban  whispered :  "  My  ever  beloved, 
after  all  that  has  taken  place  remain  with  me." 

And  Baber  made  a  mental  offering  accord- 
ing to  the  teaching  of  his  Prophet. 


CHAPTER    III. 

A   CONSCIENCE   RELIEVED. 

WE  must  now  take  a  look  at  Zinat,  who  had 
proved  herself  to  be  such  a  dear  loving  wife  and 
had  spent  so  many  happy  days  with  Baber.  She 
was  lying  on  a  couch  and  sobbing  as  if  her  heart 
would  break.  Her  nurse  tried  to  comfort  and 
console  her,  gave  her  hot  tea,  made  her  sit  up 
on  her  couch  and  whispered  words  into  her 
ear  which  at  last  soothed  her  wounded  feelings. 

uMy  dear  mistress,  you  must  submit  to 
the  customs  of  the  Zenana,^which  our  blessed 
Prophet  has  laid  down  for  us  women." 

UI  doubtless  must  follow  the  rules  laid 
down  for  me,  but  my  heart  is  almost  broken, 
such  a  pain  here,  nurse,  just  here." 

Zinat's  nurse  went  to  a  box  and  took  out 
a  small  bottle,  shook  it,  and  "pouring  out  a 
few  drops  on  to  the  palm  of  her  hand,  said: — 
u  My  dear,  open  your  dress  and  I  will  rub  in  this 
oil;  heart  disease  is  the  curse  of  many  a 
Zenana,  the  offspring  of  polygamy." 
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"Rub  just  here,"  said  Zinat.  "  When  I  was 
first  married  I  was  free  from  pain — Yes, 
rub  just  there — but  a  feeling  often  comes  over 
me  now,  I  cannot  say  why." 

The  woman  looked  at  her  mistress  with  a 
look  of  pity,  saying  : — "My  dear  mistress,  you 
were  a  girl  when  you  married;  now  you  are 
a  woman  and  have  the  feelings  of  a  mother, 
your  nature  has  changed.  Take  life  as  it  is, 
and  be  content." 

Then  she  whispered  something  to  Zinat 
and  made  her  lie  down  again  on  her  couch, 
where  she  soon  went  to  sleep. 

The  woman  thought  to  herself  as  she  watched 
her : — "  This  oil  is  to  me  invaluable ;  it  cures 
heart-ache,  jealousy  and  indigestion,  for  a  time 
at  least.  I  wonder  where  the  giver  of  it  is 
now.  I  once  had  plenty  of  heart-ache,  but 
now  I  do  not  care  a  fig  for  any  man  \  the 
male  sex  is  as  false  as  false  can  be." 


Ayesha,  the  attendant,  sat  by  Zinat's  couch. 
She  was  still  asleep,  her  face  was  placid  and 
calm ;  no  evil  dreams  were  molesting  her 
brain;  she  smiled  in  her  sleep.  Then,  all  of 
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a  sudden,  her  face  was  convulsed  with  pain, 
its  features  assumed  a  look  of  intense  agony. 
She  awoke  with  a  start  and  a  scream,  saying 
to  Ayesha,  who  she  was  relieved  to  find  by 
her  side: — c'Oh!  dear  Ayesha,  I  am  so 
frightened.  Take  my  hand,  I  have  had  such 
a  hideous  dream.  I  was  walking  with  my 
husband  through  a  grove  of  orange  trees, 
quite  happy,  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  changed 
into  a  hideous  black  monster ;  he  dragged  me 
into  a  cave  and  I  recollect  no  more." 

"I  will  bring  tea  for  my]  dear  mistress," 
said  Ayesha ;  "  it  will  clear  your  brain  and 
strengthen  your  nerves." 

uBut  tell  me  ere  you  go,"  said  Zinat,  uis 
my  husband  about  to  prove  a  monster  to 
me,  think  you?" 

u  No,  no  my  dear  ;  your  husband  will  never 
be  that  to  any  of  his  wives,  he  is  too  easy- 
going for  that.  When  in  the  society  of  each 
of  his  wives  he  will  use  his  stock  of  endearing 
terms;  cmy  beloved, ~my  darling,  'no  one  can 
tell  how  I  love  you'  and  so  on." 

u  At  the  present  moment  my  husband  takes 
the  colouring  of  my  dream. 

"It  will  wear  off,"  replied  Ayesha.     "  Your 
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husband  will  soon  visit  you,  so  be  pleasant 
to  him,  that  is  my  advice,"  and  she  hurried 
off  to  procure  the  nerve  restorer. 

It  was  the  morning  of  the  same  day ;  the 
nurse  sat  in  Nasiban's  apartment.  The  sun 
was  high  in  the  heavens,  but  Nasiban  was 
still  asleep.  At  length  she  gave  a  start  and 
awoke. 

The  nurse  was  the  first  to  speak,  saying  :— 
uMy  mistress  has  I  trust  enjoyed  pleasant 
dreams." 

uYes,  nurse;  I  was  wandering  along  the 
banks  of  a  lovely  stream  with  my  dear 
husband;  so  happy,  so  very  happy!  When, 
all  of  a  sudden  a  snake  darted  at  my  husband. 
I  stepped  forward  to  save  his  life  and  awoke." 

"I  will  bring  you  some  refreshment,"  replied 
the  nurse,  thinking  to  herself  as  she  went 
on  her  errand: — " Snake-bites  are  very  com- 
mon in  lover's  walks  through  the  world!" 

It  may  appear  strange  that  Nasiban  was 
so  bashful  after  her  husband's  five  months' 
absence.  Perhaps  she  had  heard  of  her 
marriage  having  been  spoken  of  in  slighting 
terms  by  Leila  and  Zinat,  and  was  afraid  that 
Baber  would  approach  her  and  treat  her  as 
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a  concubine,  not  with  the  respect  due  to  her 
as  a  wife.  However,  Baber's  treatment  of 
her  when  they  met  set  her  mind  at  rest. 

Baber  often  met  Ayesha  in  his  wife's  apart- 
ment. She  was  a  very  good-looking,  clever 
woman,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  spoke  slightingly 
of  all  men.  However,  one  day  when  passing 
Ayesha,  Baber  gave  her  a  flower.  She  accepted 
it  and  placed  it  in  her  bosom,  a  hint  that 
his  attentions  to  her  were  not  displeasing,  so 
they  were  continued.  But  Ayesha  took  an 
opportunity  of  telling  her  mistress,  Zinat,  of 
the  attentions  which  were  being  paid  her  by 
her  husband. 

On  hearing  this  account  of  Baber,  Zinat  was 
somewhat  surprised,  but  not  a  morsel  jealous, 
and  taking  Ayesha's  hand  who  was  sitting 
close  to  her,  she  replied: — 

"If  you  really  wish  to  be  a  concubine  to 
my  husband,  I  shall  not  object  as  the  wives 
of  our  blessed  Prophet  did  when  he  took 
Mary  the  Egyptian  to  be  his  concubine,  and  who 
bore  him  a  son.  Ayesha  dear,  you  have  proved 
yourself  a  good  loving  friend  to  me." 

At  these  words  Ayesha  was  so  confused 
and  ashamed  that*  to  hide  her  blushes,  she 
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placed  her  face  on  the  lap  of  her  mistress, 
embracing  her  knees  at  the  same  time. 

Zinat  raised  her  gently  and  embraced  her 
over  and  over  again,  saying: — UI  love  you 
as  a  sister.  May  we  ever  be  friends,  bound 
by  the  closest  bonds  of  union  which  can  tie 
one  woman  to  another." 

Now  Ayesha  was  older  than  Zinat  and  had 
seen  something  of  the  world;  her  judgment 
told  her  that  her  mistress  had  considerably 
cooled  down  towards  her  husband  Baber,  in 
short  the  demon  of  polygamy,  jealousy,  was 
slowly  entering  Zinat's  heart. 

"I  shall  probably  love  Baber  for  a  time," 
thought  Ayesha, u  until  my  affections  are  blight- 
ed, then,  who  can  tell  what  may  happen?" 

It  was  a  fine  balmy  day  in  August,  the  sun 
shone  brightly,  the  mountains  around  the  lake 
were  clearly  reflected  in  it.  Ayesha  was 
passing  along  an  unfrequented  passage  of 
Baber's  house,  dressed  in  a  bright  crimson 
robe,  with  a  cap  trimmed  with  gold  lace  on 
her  head,  when  she  met  Baber.  He  stopped 
and  put  his  arm  gently  round  her  waist  and 
led  her  resisting  with  becoming  modesty 
towards  his  own  apartment. 
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u  My  dear  Master,  pray  let  me  go,  do  not 
put  your  humble  servant  to  shame!" 

On  arriving  at  the  door  of  his  apartment, 
Ayesha  was  leaning  on  Baber,  who  pushed 
her  into  it  with  a  smile  on  her  face. 

There  Ayesha  saw  three  men  sitting  motion- 
less as  statues  on  a  richly  covered  divan ;  papers 
were  spread  out  before  them,  and  native  ink- 
stands of  brightly-coloured  papier-machee.  She 
knew  one  man  to  be  the  Cazee,  who  had 
married  Leila  and  Zinat.  Baber  whispered  a 
few  telling  words  to  Ayesha,  who  smiled 
approval  and  consent. 

The  marriage  contract  was  signed,  and  the 
Cazee  and  his  assistants  departed  with  a  suit- 
able fee,  which  the  Cazee  accepted  with  many 
thanks,  showering  blessings  on  Baber  and  his 
wife  in  a  few  gracefully  selected  words. 

Baber  now  led  Ayesha  to  a  room  which 
had  been  specially  prepared  for  her,  and  was 
in  future  to  be  set  apart  for  her  special  use. 
She  was  enchanted,  having  been  raised  to  the 
dignity  of  a  wife,  with  the  full  approval  she 
was  certain  of  her  mistress  Zinat.  She  was 
now  married  to  a  man  who  had  gained  her 
affections,  in  spite  of  her  poor  opinion  of 

IO 
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mankind  in  general.  But  had  he  not  sought 
her  out  from  thousands  of  other  women? 

The  next  morning  Ayesha  awoke  and  found 
a  servant  in  attendance  on  her  with  a  hot  cup 
of  tea  in  her  hand.  Ayesha  lost  no  time  in 
telling  everything  to  Zinat,  who  embraced  her 
as  a  sister  wife : — u  Dearer  than  ever  to  me !  " 

Baber  had  consulted  the  Cazee  about  his 
already  possessing  four  wives,  and  explained 
about  the  form  of  marriage  he  had  gone 
through  with  Nasiban. 

On  hearing  the  statement  made  by  Baber, 
the  Cazee  replied  with  great  dignity  of 
manner: — "We  are  permitted  to  commit  a 
pious  fraud,  if  fraud  it  be,  looking  to  the  opinions 
of  legal  authority  and  the  number  of  wives 
taken  by  our  blessed  Prophet.  The  children 
of  Mahometans,  whether  born  of  concubines 
or  slaves,  are  equally  legitimate  with  those  * 
of  'legal  and  ingenuous  wives',  thus  giving 
a  quasi  sanction  to  more  than  four  wives." 

This  opinion  was  so  grateful  to  Baber's  feel- 
ings that  he  placed  several  pieces  of  gold  in  the 
palm  of  the  Cazee,  saying : — "  Your  opinion  has 
relieved  my  mind  from  all  doubt  and  perplexity." 

*  Sale's  Koran. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

LOVE'S  VICTIM. 

AFTER  the  embrace  of  intense  fervour  which 
Zinat  bestowed  on  Ayesha  on  hearing  of  her 
marriage,  the  latter  cast  her  eyes  casually  on 
the  river  which  flowed  beneath  Baber's  house, 
and  suddenly  exclaimed: — "Oh!  my  dear 
Zinat,  what  is  about  to  happen !  The  Governor's 
barge  has  pulled  up  close  to  our  door-way  and 
other  boats  accompany  him  full  of  soldiers." 

"Run  with  all  haste,"  said  Zinat,  much 
alarmed,  "and  find  out  what  is  taking  place." 

Ayesha  was  running  down  the  passage 
(where  she  had  placed  in  her  bosom  the  first 
flower  which  Baber  had  given  her),  when 
she  ran  against  a  man  covered  with  dust 
and  perspiration. 

"Tell  me,  lady,"  said  he,  "who  you  are." 

"I  am  Ayesha." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  man.  "  My  message 
to  Baber  from  Nurudeen  is :  '  Beware ;  be  on 
your  guard.' ' 
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Ayesha  ran  to  Baber's  apartment  and  gave 
the  message.  She  was  not  a  moment  too 
soon,  for  the  Governor  entered  it  a  second 
after,  and  with  the  most  profound  native  respect 
informed  Baber  that  he  was  ordered  to  request 
the  presence  of  his  Highness  with  all  possible 
speed  at  Lahore. 

"Your  Honour  is  to  be  guarded  with  all 
possible  care  and  attention.  I  have  the  pleasure 
to  present  a  letter  which  has  been  forwarded 
to  me.  May  I  now  withdraw  ?" 

Baber  could  hear  words  of  command  being 
given  to  soldiers,  who  had  surrounded  his 
house.  He  was  virtually  a  prisoner.  The  letter 
to  him  ran  thus : — After  compliments,  "  Come 
to  me  after  the  receipt  of  this  without  a 
moment's  delay.  Mungela." 

Baber  called  for  the  officer  on  duty  and 
said: — "I  am  ready  to  start  in  ten  minutes." 

uThat  is  well,"  replied  the  officer.  "  All  is 
ready  for  your  journey." 

Torrents  of  tears  were  shed  by  Baber's 
wives  as  he  wished  them  farewell,  and  as  he 
passed  through  the  well-remembered  passage, 
he  tenderly  embraced  Ayesha  who  stood  there 
weeping,  and  said : — u  Whatever  the  future  may 
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bring,  trust  in  my  love  for  you,  my  more 
than  dearest  wife." 

"Mine  for  you  will  last  for  ever  and  ever. 
I  think  of  you  morning,  noon  and  night;  you 
are  ever  in  my  thought.  Be  quick ;  the  guards 
are  closing  round  us." 

Baber  left  his  happy  home  full  of  grief  and 
sorrow.  He  felt  that  a  cruel  heartless  woman 
had  snared  him ;  he  cursed  her  hazel  eyes. 
When  the  top  of  the  Pir  Pinjal  was  reached 
Baber  looked  back  and  sighed. 

A  man  who  was  near  him  remarked: — 
uMany  sigh  on  quitting  this  lovely  Valley. 
I  too  ought  to  sigh,  for  I  leave  a  wife  and 
a  beautiful  daughter  fair  as  a  rose  behind  me ! 
With  your  permission  I  will  serve  you  as  your 
servant.  My  name  is  Jehangir ;  I  am  a  Cashmeeri 
and  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world." 

uVery  well,"  replied  Baber;  "but  my  sun 
may  be  setting! " 

"It  will  rise  again  to-morrow,"  said  Jehangir. 
The  Hermit  of  the  Pir  Pinjal  pass  paid  his 
respects  to  Baber  and  urged  him  to  remain 
for  the  night  at  his  humble  abode. 

"Thanks,  my  friend,  but  my  business  is 
urgent." 
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So  Baber  passed  on,  the  Hermit  remarking 
aloud: — uWhat  numbers  I  have  seen  leave 
this  beautiful  country  in  hot  haste  only  to 
find  an  early  grave  in  the  man-devouring 
plains  of  the  Punjab !  " 

Travelling  through  the  Cashmeer  hills  to 
Bimber  was  not  very  expeditious,  but  as 
soon  as  the  plains  ol  the  Punjab  were  reached, 
horses  and  palkees  enabled  Baber  to  make 
rapid  progress,  so  that  the  Shalimar  Garden 
was  reached  with  all  possible  despatch. 

Jehangir  was  not  able  to  talk  much  to 
Baber.  but  on  nearing  Lahore  he  found  an 
opportunity  to  whisper  to  him: — uYou  are 
surrounded  by  Mungela's  people  and  her  spies ; 
she  is  informed  of  every  word  you  utter." 

Now   and   then   a  seeming  beggar  slipped 
a  paper  from  Nurudeen  into  Baber's  hand,  the 
burden  of  his  communications  always  was  :— 
"  Beware,  and  never  forget  that  the  rising  man 
will  come  from  Jummoo." 

At  length  the  Shalimar  Garden  was  reached 
and  Baber  took  possession  of  a  set  of  tents 
which  had  been  specially  prepared  for  him 
by  the  orders  of  Mungela,  inside  the  enclosure. 
Guards  were  stationed  at  the  various  gateways, 


LOVE'S  VICTIM.  151 

and  Jehangir  was  allowed  to  communicate 
freely  with  Baber.  Mungela  was  delighted  with 
the  complete  success  of  her  plot,  and  her 
hazel  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure.  Baber  was 
comfortable  enough  under  the  circumstances. 

Jehangir  was  most  attentive  to  Baber  and 
continued  speaking  to  him  about  Mungela : — 
"  Never  refuse  a  petition  she  may  make,  never 
grant  one  hastily.  She  is  the  most  diabolical 
woman  that  ever  lived,  full  of  love  at  one  moment, 
and  of  jealousy,  revenge  and  hatred  at  another. 
And  now,"  said  Jehangir,  "I  must  explain 
about  myself.  I  was  anxious  to  visit  Cashmeer 
and  see  my  wife,  so  obtained  leave  to  join 
Mungela's  party  on  the  condition  of  my  return- 
ing to  Lahore.  On  my  mentioning  your  name 
my  wife  said — l  How  strange  it  is  that  you 
should  have  arrived  with  this  party !  The  Begum 
Zinat  is  your  own  sister  and  has  been  treated 
by  her  husband,  his  Highness  Baber,  with  the 
greatest  kindness.  You  must  help  him  out  of 
the  net  which  Mungela  has  spread  around 
him.'  I  will  do  my  very  best  for  my  sister's 
husband,  for  I  know  a  good  deal  of  Mungela 
and  her  evil  doings." 

Baber    thanked   Jehangir,    and    on    closely 
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observing  his  face,  saw  the  likeness  to  his 
wife  Zinat,  which  pleased  him  exceedingly. 

A  Persian  poet  has  said,  UA  letter  is  half 
an  interview."  Though  Baber's  wives  pro- 
bably were  in  total  ignorance  of  the  quotation, 
they  all  resolved  in  their  hearts  to  forward 
a  letter  to  Baber  unknown  to  each  other — in 
short,  in  secret.  So  a  letter-writer,  a  Cash- 
meeri  pundit  was  summoned,  first  by  the 
Begum  Roshanara,  who  ordered  him  to  write 
a  suitable  loving  letter  to  his  Highness  Baber. 
And  as  the  pundit  was  passing  the  apartments 
of  Baber's  other  wives,  women  whispered 
to  him  in  the  strictest  confidence: — uMy 
mistress  must  have  a  proper  loving  letter 
prepared  by  you  with  all  possible  speed.  Not 
a  soul  must  know  about  it ;  but  be  quick,  be 
quick,  or  else  my  mistress  will  tear  out  my 
hair  by  handfuls !  " 

Thus  it  was  that  the  pundit,  being  pressed 
for  time,  composed  an  identical  letter  for  each 
wife,  and  delivered  each  one  in  perfect  secrecy 
to  an  outstretched  hand  from  behind  a  purdah. 

The  letter  ran  thus:  u After  compliments 
etc.  What  cruel  fate  has  torn  my  beloved 
husband  from  my  arms,  he  who  has  told  me 
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thousands  of  times  that  I  am  the  woman  he 
loves  best  in  this  world.  Return  !  return !  All 
is  dark  around  me;  I  cannot  eat,  drink  or 
sleep.  What  a  wretch  is  the  slave-girl, 
Mungela,  with  her  cruel  hazel  eyes,  to  tear 
my  dear  one  from  me  when  all  was  love  and 
peace  in  this  happy  Valley"  etc. 

The  pundit  was  most  liberally  rewarded 
for  his  promptness  and  the  letters  started  in 
the  dark,  each  carried  by  a  special  messenger 
to  avoid  observation!  but  all  met  a  mile  or  so 
away  on  the  road  to  Lahore  and  travelled  on 
together.  But  the  wives'  letters  never  reached 
Baber,  for  on  the  arrival  of  the  messengers 
at  the  Shalimar  Garden,  they  were  intercepted 
by  Mungela's  spies.  She  had  all  the  letters 
read  to  her ;  then  calling  for  a  brazier  full  of 
charcoal,  she  made  her  slave-girl  tear  them 
in  pieces  and  burn  them  up  to  the  last  atom. 

It  was  a  time  of  great  political  excitement 
when  Baber  arrived  in  Lahore ;  the  Sikh  Army 
had  become  utterly  disorganised  as  regarded 
obeying  orders  given  by  the  State.  It  was 
ruled  by  representatives  from  the  various 
regiments,  who  met  in  conclave  and  extracted 
extra  pay  without  scruple  from  those  who 
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aspired  to  supreme  power.  Thus  the  treasure 
accumulated  by  Maharaja  Runjeet  Singh  was 
wasted  in  the  most  reckless  manner.  Murder 
and  rapine  were  committed  under  the  pretence 
of  carrying  out  a  State  Policy.  The  Ranee 
Jindan,  the  slave-girl,  Mungela,  and  those  who 
befriended  them  trembled  from  day  to  day, 
both  for  their  lives  and  property.  Maharaja 
Gulab  Singh,  the  Hill  Chief  of  Jummoo,  watched 
the  rising  clouds  of  State  disorganisation  with 
the  eyes  of  an  eagle. 

Lahore  was  full  of  troops,  and  the  cry  arose, 
increasing  in  volume  and  strength  every 
day : — u  We  will  try  our  prowess  with  that  of 
the  British,  overpower  them  and  march  to 
Delhi  with  the  cry :  4  Wah  Gooroo  ke  futteh.' ' 

Mungela  had  a  regiment  at  her  disposal, 
well  equipped  in  every  respect;  she  called  it 
the  u  Loving-Heart,"  and  a  Colonel  was  requir- 
ed to  command  it;  her  own  brother  served  in 
it.  So  matters  stood  when  Baber  arrived  at 
the  Shalimar  Garden.  A  volcano  was  on  the 
point  of  bursting  forth,  with  sounds  of  thunder 
and  streams  of  blood  and  fire ;  but  Mungela  was 
consumed  by  the  passion  of  love  and  regarded 
not  the  threatening  storm  which  was  gathering 
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round  her.  Sometimes  she  trembled,  but  was 
resolved  to  gain  all  her  wishes.  She  would 
have  prosecuted  her  designs  on  Baber  much 
sooner  had  she  not  felt  that  she  was  treading 
on  a  quicksand,  which,  if  she  pressed  too 
hard,  might  swallow  her  up  as  well  as  her 
mistress,  the  Ranee  Jindan. 

Some  reports  had  reached  the  soldiery  that 
all  was  not  going  on  as  could  be  wished  in 
the  Zenana  of  the  late  Maharaja  Runjeet 
Singh,  and  the  cry,  u  Honour  of  his  widows," 
was  a  cry  which  any  day  might  flood  the 
Zenana  with  torrents  of  blood ;  u  the  Honour 
of  the  Maharaja's  widows  "  was  a  trump  card 
to  be  played  at  the  proper  moment. 

Ranee  Jindan  had  suitors,  so  had  Mungela, 
one  of  whom  was  the  brother  of  her  mistress, 
Jowahir  Singh.  Shere  Singh  and  his  son 
Pertab  Singh  had  been  murdered  as  we  have 
mentioned  before.  Dhian  Singh  had  shared 
the  same  fate  on  the  very  same  day.  Hecra 
Singh  and  Pundit  Julia  had  also  been  slain, 
and  then  it  was  that  Mungela,  after  many 
serpent-like  tortuous  movements  felt  herself 
strong  enough  to  fetch  Baber  from  Lahore 
either  with  or  without  his  consent.  Her  spies 
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had  always  reported  Baber's  movements  to 
her.  When  she  heard  of  his  marriage  with 
her  slave-girl,  Leila,  she  would  have  torn  out 
handfuls  of  hair,  had  not  she  been  prevented 
by  an  attendant.  When  she  heard  of  the  birth 
of  a  son  to  Leila,  she  was  frantic  with  rage. 

Then  Mungela  would  fall  into  a  melancholy 
frame  of  mind,  exclaiming  to  her  confidential 
woman : — "  Why  was  I  not  married  to  Baber 
in  my  own  native  Valley  amongst  the  hills, 
before  vice  had  corrupted  me  in  every  possible 
way.  I  had  no  choice  I  knew  nothing  of  the 
world  or  its  corrupting  ways.  I  could  have 
been  happy  and  contented  with  Baber.  What 
is  wealth  to  me  if  I  can  never  gain  Baber 
even  at  this  late  hour?  Did  I  shed  a  tear 
when  Jowahir  Singh  fell  ?  I  loathed  the  very 
sight  of  him  and  of  others,  but  I  was  bound 
to  dissemble." 

Baber  was  permitted  to  rest  for  a  few  days, 
and  rode  about  the  country  with  an  escort. 
He  saw  regiments  hastening  towards  the 
river  Sutlej.  The  cry  ever  was : — u  Victory  to 
the  Khalsa  in  the  coming  struggle!" 

Mungela  surrounded  Baber  with  her  own 
people ;  she  even  deputed  two  slave-girls  to 
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watch  him  with  the  order: — " Report  every- 
thing that  goes  on  to  me.  When  Baber  is 
asleep  creep  up  to  his  bedside  and  hear 
whether  he  talks  in  his  sleep  or  sighs,  and 
if  by  any  chance  he  should  say  'Mungela' 
in  his  sleep,  run  like  an  arrow  to  me.  That 
would  be  sweet  news  to  hear." 

"But,"  said  Mungela  to  her  confidential 
servant,  "how  shall  I  hold  the  first  interview 
with  Baber?" 

uMy  dear  mistress,"  was  the  reply,  uyou 
have  a  regiment,  the  Colonelcy  is  vacant, 
appoint  his  Highness  Baber  to  the  post  and 
the  cry  will  be : — l  Mungela,  ever  true  to  the 
memory  of  the  Maharaja,  is  about  to  join  the 
army  of  the  Khalsa  and  fight  in  its  ranks  with 
her  brother  against  the  accursed  Foreigners.' 
You  will  'thus  often  meet  his  Highness  on 
the  business  of  your  regiment;  but  be  not 
too  hasty,  for  Baber  has  left  his  loving  wives 
in  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer.  Advance  like  the 
fierce,  strong,  crouching  tigress  and  when  you 
are  certain  of  your  prey,  spring,  and  secure  it." 

uln  two  days,"  returned  Mungela,  I  will 
see  Baber.  In  the  meantime  spread  the  report 
that  I  intend  to  join  the  army  with  my  regiment. 
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In  two  days  our  soldiers  will  have  crossed 
the  Sutlej  and  have  left  the  l  Honour  of  the 
Maharaja's  widows'  behind  them.  Order  a 
uniform  for  me,  and  tell  the  Major  of  my 
regiment  to  prepare  for  active  service." 

When  the  servant  quitted  the  presence  of  her 
mistress  to  obey  her  orders,  Mungela  felt  very 
exhausted  and  weary,  and  told  her  two  slave- 
girls,  (who  were  under  orders  for  service  with 
Baber),  to  watch  over  her  as  she  laid  down  on 
her  divan.  One  girl  placed  a  coverlet  over  her 
mistress,  and  then  each  girl  took  one  of  her  feet 
in  her  hand  and  shampooed  it.  After  a  time 
Mungela  slept ;  her  face  was  placid  and  calm,  she 
gently  raised  her  hand  and  spoke : — "  Baber, 
beloved  Baber,  I  will  never  quit  your  side!" 

The  slave-girls  looked  at  each  other  and 
smiled.  One  leant  towards  the  other  and 
whispered: — uOur  mistress  has  now  told  us 
her  secret!  But  hush!  she  will  speak  again." 

But  Mungela  did  not  speak  again. 

The  second  slave-girl  whispered: — "  Sister, 
we  now  know  the  words  we  must  report  as 
being  on  Baber's  lips  in  his  dreams;  they 
must  be — 'Mungela  beloved!'" 

The   other   girl  smiled  and  nodded  assent. 


CHAPTER   V. 

THE   LOVING  HEART. 

Two  days  after  the  events  recorded  in  the 
last  chapter  Mungela  sat  in  state,  plainly  but 
elegantly  dressed,  and  Baber  was  summoned 
to  a  private  interview.  He  made  the  usual 
salaam  and  seated  himself  opposite  to  Mungela 
on  the  divan. 

There  was  profound  silence  for  a  few  mo- 
ments. Mungela  sat  as  still  as  a  marble  statue 
and  Baber  did  the  same.  Still,  eyes  could  be 
made  use  of,  and  Baber  was  surprised  to  see 
Mungela  looking  so  well  and  captivating  after 
all  the  gossip  he  had  heard  about  her;  her 
eyes  were  as  alluring  as  ever. 

Mungela  felt  her  heart  beat  faster  and  faster 
as  she  took  a  rapid  glance  at  Baber ;  he  was 
in  her  opinion  handsomer  than  when  she  last 
saw  him.  She  recovered  her  self-possession 
in  a  moment  and  spoke  as  follows: — uWe 
are  about  to  engage  in  a  war  with  the  British : 
may  I  hope  that  your  Honour  will  take  the 
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command  of  my  regiment?  We  shall  march 
to  Delhi,  your  own  home,  as  I  am  told,  and 
that  of  the  Great  Mogul." 

She  ceased  speaking  and  Baber  accepted 
the  post  offered  to  him  in  becoming  terms. 

uWe  shall  march  to-morrow,"  continued 
Mungela.  "In  the  meantime  make  every  pre- 
paration." Then  calling  to  her  brother  Mun- 
geloo,  she  said: — "Take  Colonel  Baber  with 
you  and  introduce  him  to  the  officers  of  his 
regiment." 

The  Durbar  broke  up  and  Baber  retired,  a 
little  disappointed  that  Mungela  had  not  made 
more  of  him.  On  returning  to  his  tent  the 
two  slave-girls  waited  on  him. 

The  servants  of  Colonel  Baber  (or,  as  the 
Sikhs  called  their  Colonels,  Cummadan)  not 
having  joined  him,  and  Jehangir  having  been 
sent  on  a  special  mission  by  the  subtle,  cun- 
ning Mungela,  he  was  glad  to  make  use  of  the 
services  of  the  two  slave-girls,  for  the  ways  of 
a  Zenana  had  made  him  somewhat  effeminate. 

They  supplied  him  with  the  gossip  of 
the  day.  "Lai  Singh  had  been  appointed 
Prime  Minister  and  Tej  Singh  Commander-in- 
Chief.  "All,"  said  the  girls,  "had  assembled, 
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at  the  Tomb  of  Runjeet  Singh,  passages  from 
the  Grunth  had  been  read,  the  holy  bread 
and  wine  had  been  partaken  of.  The  Sirdars, 
officers  and  punches  *  had  laid  their  hands  on 
the  Grunt'h  and  on  the  hem  of  the  sacred- 
canopy,  over  the  tomb  of  the  late  Maharaja." 

Baber's  time  was  fully  occupied,  he  threw 
himself  thoroughly  into  the  work  of  his  regi- 
ment and  as  if  by  magic  placed  everything 
in  first-rate  order.  He  marched  from  the 
Shalimar  Garden  at  the  head  of  the  regiment 
of  the  u  Loving  Heart,"  in  the  uniform  of  a 
Sikh.  Mungela  followed  in  a  litter,  by  the 
side  of  which  a  horse  was  led. 

uFor,"  said  Mungela,  "I  will  mount  him 
as  soon  as  I  hear  the  din  of  war  and  smell 
gunpowder — in  which  perfume  I  delight." 

But  other  troops  were  advancing  in  hot  haste 
towards  the  frontier,  those  of  the  British,  led 
by  commanders  of  a  widely  different  stamp 
from  the  mould  in  which  Tej  Singh  and  Sal 
Singh,  a  profligate  coward,  had  been  cast. 
Sir  Hugh  Gough,  an  old  veteran,  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief,  was  a  fit  representative  of  the 

*  Punch,   contraction    for   Punchayet,   the  deputies  of 
the  Army,  an  assembly  of  five  persons. 

ii 


i62  PRINCE  BABER. 

olden  days  of  Chivalry : — u  The  more  the  better, 
we  will  bate  them  all,"  said  he.  Sir  Henry 
Hardinge,  second  in  command,  and  Governor- 
General  of  India,  was  a  tried  old  soldier,  game 
to  the  back-bone,  who  gained  enduring  fame 
at  Feerozshah.  Sir  Robert  Sale  was  also 
with  the  force,  whose  gallantry  Hafiz  had 
witnessed  at  the  capture  of  Ghuzee. 

The  strength  of  the  British  force  centred  in  its 
white-faced  soldiers.  The  Sepoy  army  had  lost 
much  of  its  former  dash,  it  thought  more  of 
uhome  and  pensions"  than  udeath  with  honour.'' 
It  had  not  then  been  discovered,  except  per- 
haps by  a  few,  of  what  stiff  stuff  the  Sikh 
army  was  made,  but  the  proof  was  not  long 
wanting. 

Lai  Singh  crossed  the  Sutlej  with  twenty 
thousand  cavalry  and  some  infantry,  and  Tej 
Singh  led  about  80,000  men  across  the  Sutlej 
with  perhaps  200,000  camp-followers,  who  had 
come  to  help  in  carrying  home  the  plunder  of 
Hindostan.  Lai  Singh  was  afraid  of  meeting 
Tej  Singh's  infantry  for  fear  of  being  shot,  so 
Feerozpoor  was  not  attacked  by  a  combined 
movement  of  the  forces  under  Lai  Singh  and 
Tej  Singh.  The  small  British  force  at  Feeroz- 
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poor  showed  a  bold  front,  commanded  by  the 
gallant  Sir  John  Littler.  * 

However,  Lai  Singh  with  his  cavalry  set 
out  after  hesitation  and  threats  for  Ambala, 
taking  with  him  light  guns  and  some  infantry. 
Thus  it  was  that  he  unexpectedly  came  upon 
an  advancing  British  force ;  and  the  first 
action  was  fought  at  Moodkee  on  i7th  Dec. 
1845.  There  fell  the  gallant  old  soldier,  Sir 
Robert  Sale,  one  of  the  illustrious  garrison 
of  Jellalabad;  but  victory  declared  itself  in 
favour  of  the  British.  Several  Sikh  guns  were 
captured  and  Lai  Singh's  men  retreated  to 
their  entrenched  camp  of  Feerozshah.  Colonel 
Baber  earned  the  praises  of  all.  Compliments 
were  showered  on  Mungela,  and  as  the  party 
was  making  for  Feerozshah  the  sharp  eyes 
of  Mungela  saw  what  made  her  blood  run 
cold  with  scorn  and  contempt;  her  former 
lover  Lai  Singh  had  for  safety  concealed 
himself  in  a  large  bush  by  the  roadside  and 
sat  there  crouching,  all  huddled  together! 

When   camp   was   reached   Baber  paid  his 
respects  to  the  owner  of  the  u  Loving-Heart." 
The    two    slave-girls    welcomed    Baber    very 
*  Vide  "History  of  the  Sikhs":  Cunningham. 
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warmly : — u  We  were  so  afraid  your  Honour 
would  be  wounded  or  killed.  Here  is  a  bullet 
mark — and  here — and  here !  Oh !  you  must 
have  fought  like  a  Roostum !  See  here  is  a 
bullet!" 

That  very  night  a  letter  from  Nurudeen 
reached  Baber: — "If  you  need  it  you  will 
find  shelter  under  the  wings  of  the  Jummoo 
eagle ;  they  will  throw  a  shadow  before  long 
over  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer.  All  are  well 
there." 

The  prowess  of  Mungela's  regiment  gained 
great  credit  for  her  amongst  the  Sikh  soldiers. 
They  said: — "We  do  not  now  believe  the 
evil  reports  which  have  been  so  freely  circu- 
lated about  the  slave-girl,  she  has  proved 
true  to  the  Khalsa.  Look  at  her  regiment ;  if 
she  has  plundered  the  Treasury  others  have 
helped  her.  She  has  laid  out  her  money  with 
a  lavish  hand  on  her  regiment,  "  The  Loving- 
Heart,'*  and  ordered  a  gratuity  to  each  of  her 
soldiers!  What  a  noble  fellow  is  Colonel 
Baber!  Who  is  he?  where  did  he  spring 
from?" 

An  old  Sikh  with  a  beard  as  white  as 
snow  shouted  to  his  comrades : — "  Mungela 
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has  ordered  the  Grunt'h  to  be  read  night  and 
day  at  the  Golden  Tank  of  Amritzir.  If  she 
has  committed  sin,  it  will  be  washed  away 
after  this  war  is  over  in  the  sacred  water  of 
the  Ganges." 

On  the  2  ist  December  all  was  ready  for  an- 
other engagement.  Reinforcements  had  been 
sent  into  camp  by  Tej  Singh,  and  Lai  Singh 
had  plucked  up  his  courage  and  in  the  morning 
led  out  his  troops  in  front  of  his  camp,  thought 
over  the  matter  and  returned.  Men  were 
cooking  their  dinners  when  all  of  a  sudden 
the  drums  beat  to  arms  and  the  cry  was: — 
uThe  British  are  on  us!r' 

A  desperate  fight  commenced  and  lasted 
until  sunset.  The  standard  of  the  Loving  Heart 
regiment  was  riddled  with  shot  and  shell. 
Many  men  bit  the  dust,  but  the  regiment  stood 
firm  as  a  rock.  Mungela,  sitting  in  a  litter 
encouraged  all  by  voice  and  gesture,  saying: 
u  Fight  like  followers  of  the  Gooroo  Nanuk, 
like  soldiers  of  the  ever  blessed  Maharaja 
Runjeet  Singh." 

Darkness  closed  on  the  camp  and  the  next 
morning  it  was  empty ;  the  British  had  gained 
the  day.  At  the  ever  memorable  battle  of 
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Feerozshah  many  brave  Englishmen  fell, 
conspicuous  amongst  them  Major  Broadfoot 
the  Political  Agent,  who  had  earned  many  a 
laurel- wreath  in  the  Afghan  war  and  was  one 
of  the  illustrious  garrison  of  Jellalabad.  His 
horse,  a  black  English  one,  ran  away  with 
him  and  carried  him  into  the  midst  of  the 
Khalsa  troops.  The  staff  of  the  Governor- 
General  suffered  severely. 

On  the  morning  of  the  22nd  December,  Tej 
Singh  came  up  with  fresh  troops.  The  English 
awaited  the  attack,  but  Tej  Singh  did  not 
for  some  reason  deliver  it,  but  retreated 
without  firing  a  shot,  therefore  the  British 
army  advanced  and  took  up  its  position  at 
Feerozpoor. 

Baber  joined  the  camp  of  Tej  Singh  at 
Hurree-ka-puttun  with  his  regiment  of  the 
u  Loving  Heart,"  and  its  standard  again  floated 
in  the  breeze  until  February  loth,  1846. 

Mungela  often  met  Baber  on  business 
between  22nd  December  and  the  roth  February, 
and  was  often  inclined  to  make  advances  to 
him,  but  on  her  speaking  to  her  confidential 
servant,  the  latter  replied :  u  My  dear  mistress, 
His  Highness  Baber  is  now  your  servant,  he 
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has  always  treated  you  with  perfect  respect; 
and  your  name  is  on  the  tongue  of  many  a 
Sikh  as  a  pattern  of  all  that  is  true  to  the 
Khalsa  and  you  only  need  a  dip  in  the  Ganges 
after  the  war  is  over,  to  render  you  apparently 
spotless  to  the  outside  world." 

Baber  could  not  but  be  sensible  that  he 
owed  most  of  his  worldly  prospects  and 
position  to  lavish  gifts  from  the  Ranee  Jindan 
and  Mungela.  His  Zenana  possessed  wives, 
who,  if  not  the  most  lovely  women  in  the 
world,  were  the  most  agreeable  to  him;  he 
also  owned  land  and  houses  and  had  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  ready  money  in  hand.  Love 
for  Mungela  had  never  even  for  a  moment 
entered  Baber's  mind ;  his  feeling  towards  her 
was  one  of  gratitude  and  he  desired  to  serve 
her  to  the  best  of  his  ability.  Her  faults,  it 
is  true,  had  receded  far  beyond  the  horizon, 
he  never  thought  about  them;  he  was  the 
servant  of  a  mistress  who  treated  him  with 
every  mark  of  outward  respect  and  decorum. 
As  for  the  slave-girls,  they  did  their  best  to 
amuse  him  with  their  innocent  gossip,  flattery 
and  attention. 

But   the  gathering  legions  of  England  told 
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Baber  that  a  battle  was  imminent.  The  Sikh 
position  was  strong ;  an  entrenched  camp  had 
been  formed  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Sutlej, 
under  the  supervision  of  two  European  officers, 
and  was  connected  with  the  right  bank  by  a 
bridge  of  boats.  Guns  were  placed  so  as  to 
command  the  right  and  left  flank  of  the  entrench- 
ed camp.  There  were  plenty  of  soldiers,  guns 
and  ammunition.  Baber's  regiment  was  well 
posted;  its  standard  floated  bravely  in  the 
breeze. 

Thus  matters  stood  on  the  loth  February 
when  Mungela  sent  for  Baber;  he  was  out  of 
uniform,  in  a  dress  of  muslin,  which  admirably 
suited  his  handsome  face  and  figure.  Mungela 
was  reclining  on  a  divan,  leaning  against  a 
large  round  pillow;  she  was  alone  and  be- 
comingly dressed,  the  contour  of  her  fine  figure 
being  displayed  to  advantage.  Baber  could 
see  the  sparkling  hazel  eyes  fixed  earnestly 
on  him.  Mungela  motioned  to  Baber  to  be 
seated;  he  sat  down  opposite  to  her. 

After  a  short  silence  Mungela  addressed  him 
in  a  voice  not  free  from  emotion.  "I  have 
summoned  your  Honour  to  thank  you  for  the 
great  credit  which  you  have  brought  to  myself, 
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for  the  opinion  the  Khalsa  has  formed  of 
me  through  your  bravery.  I  do  indeed  thank 
you." 

Baber  was  much  gratified  by  these  words ; 
he  rose  and  out  of  respect  touched  the  foot 
of  his  mistress.  The  touch  was  like  an  electric 
spark  to  Mungela.  She  raised  herself  and  was 
about  to  take  the  spring  of  a  man-eating 
tigress  and  fold  her  limbs  round  Baber,  like 
the  serpent  which  crushed  Laocoon  of  old, 
when  there  was  a  tumult  in  camp  and  a  cry : 
uThe  British  are  on  us!" 

With  the  promptitude  of  a  courtier  Baber 
withdrew  and  Mungela  fell  back  on  her 
divan  in  a  hysterical  seizure,  sighing  and 
sobbing,  her  bosom  heaving  so  violently  as 
to  burst  through  the  cincture  of  her  muslin 
bodice. 

As  Baber  reached  the  door  of  his  tent,  the 
slave-girls  were  in  attendance  with  his  uniform 
and  arms.  He  put  on  his  uniform  in  a  side 
tent,  then  one  the  girls  girded  on  his  sword, 
whilst  the  other  placed  his  pistols  in  his  belt, 
saying:— " Perhaps  your  Honour  will  some 
day  become  a  convert  to  the  Sikh  religion." 


CHAPTER    VI. 

WOUNDS   AND    LOVE    PHILTERS. 

THE  regiment  of  the  Loving  Heart  was 
posted  next  to  the  troops  of  the  Chief  Sham 
Singh  Attareewala,  who,  although  history 
may  not  have  assigned  him  the  world-wide 
fame  of  Manlius,  has  taken  his  place  in  the 
memory  of  many  as  the  bravest  of  the  brave 
who  fought  at  Sobraon. 

A  priest  sat  not  far  from  Sham  Singh  on  a 
raised  platform,  with  the  holy  books  of  the 
Sikhs  before  him  on  a  carpet.  He  was  dressed 
in  blue,  and  was  just  then  engaged  in  chanting 
portions  from  the  Letter  to  Karon,  by  Nanuk, 
the  first  Gooroo.  * 

"Alone  man  comes,  alone  he  goes. 
When  he  departs  naught  will  avail  him  (or  bear  him 

witness). 

When  the  reckoning  is  taken,  what  answer  will  he  give  ? 
If  then  only  he  repents,  he  shall  be  punished." 


History  of  the  Sikhs:  Cunningham. 
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"The  wondrous  Khalsa  shall  arise. 
Then  shall  battles  be  waged, 
Endless  war  shall  ensue, 
And  fighting  shall  follow  year  after  year. 
They  shall  place  the  name  of  Govind  Singh  in  their  hearts ; 
Many  heads  shall  be  rendered  up, 
And  the  empire  of  the  Khalsa  shall  prevail." 

The  Sikh  army  stood  on  the  ground  where 
ages  before  Alexander  the  Great  had  con- 
tended with  Porus  for  the  mastery  of  the 
East ;  but  the  white  faces  had  changed  places. 
Then  the  rising  sun  shone  on  the  faces  of 
white  men  coming  from  the  west\  now  the 
setting  sun  shone  on  the  faces  of  white  men 
coming  from  the  east. 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  minutes.  Baber 
could  in  the  far  distance  perceive  the  British 
force  advancing  in  splendid  order;  then  there 
was  the  rumble  of  gun-carriages  and  the 
shrieks  of  the  elephants  dragging  along  the 
heavy  guns,  when  they  were  struck  by  their 
drivers  on  their  foreheads  with  an  iron  hook 
to  make  them  obey  orders  or  quicken  their 
paces.  Clouds  of  dust  arose  and  came  nearer 
and  nearer.  The  thunder  of  the  British 
artillery  became  louder  and  louder ;  the  plain 
in  front  of  Baber  was  full  of  flashes  of  fire 
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and  smoke.  The  right  of  the  Sikh  position 
was  attacked,  then  the  left,  then  the  front ;  the 
Sikhs  did  not  yield  an  inch  of  ground.* 

Sham  Singh  was  on  the  right,  he  was 
clothed  in  white,  he  repeatedly  rallied  his 
shattered  ranks  and  at  last  fell  a  martyr  on 
a  heap  of  his  slain  countrymen  .... 

At  last  "  an  old  and  fearless  leader "  Sir 
Robert  Dick,  led  on  his  men.  u  With  a  shout 
they  leaped  the  ditch,  and  up-swarming  they 
mounted  the  rampart  and  stood  victorious 
amid  captured  cannon;"  but  their  gallant 
leader  was  mortally  wounded  while  cheering 
them  on.  Sir  Robert  Dick  was  a  glorious 
soldier  of  the  old  school.  Just  before  he  went 
into  action  he  remarked: — "I  wonder  howl 
shall  feel,  not  having  been  under  fire  for  so 
many  years."  A  cannon-ball  struck  him  in 
the  stomach,  but  he  fell  with  the  halo  of 
victory  around  him. 

Thousands  had  been  killed.  Victory  had 
declared  itself  in  favour  of  the  English.  Many 
who  as  the  brilliant  sun  rose  were  full  of 
bodily  vigour  and  hopes  for  the  future  now 

*  History  of  the  Sikhs :  Cunningham. 
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lay  in  pools  of  blood — mangled  corpses,  to 
which  the  dying  were  added  every  minute. 
The  Sutlej  was  sweeping  down  thousands  of 
brave  Sikhs  who  had  tried  to  breast  its 
onward  course  in  a  vast  body  of  not  less 
than  ten  thousand  men.  Mungela's  brother, 
Mungeloo,  had  been  killed.  Baber  was  severely 
wounded,  and  the  corpse  of  the  gallant  Sham 
Singh  lay  not  far  from  him — his  white  dress 
saturated  with  crimson  blood.  Plunderers 
were  stripping  the  dead  and  killing  the 
wounded. 

The  two  slave-girls  sat  passively  on  either 
side  of  Baber,  fanning  him  with  a  small  fan 
made  of  rushes. 

Mungela  bent  over  Baber,  kissed  his  fore- 
head, and  said  as  he  opened  his  eyes: — "It 
is  a  comfort  to  me  that  the  last  woman  on 
whom  you  will  look  in  this  world  will  be 
myself! " 

Baber  closed  his  eyes. 

Mungela  ordered  her  brother's  body  to  be 
carried  off  from  the  battle-field  in  hot  haste, 
amidst  the  greatest  confusion,  and  she  called 
out  to  some  of  the  Sikh  soldiers  of  her 
regiment: — "This  is  the  hero  who  fought  so 
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well  close  to  Sham  Singh.    Carry  him  off  dead 
or  alive  to  Sham  Singh's  village." 

She  dared  not  look  again  at  Baber's  face, 
whose  eyes  were  closed;  her  whole  body  trem- 
bled and  she  felt  sick  and  faint.  Some  men 
gathered  round  Baber,  a  litter  was  made 
from  strips  of  a  tarpaulin,  which  a  man  cut 
off  with  his  sword,  and  he  was  hurried  off 
towards  Sham  Singh's  village.  Corpses  were 
carried  to  this  village  to  be  burnt  as  soon  as 
possible. 

The  two  Sikh  girls  with  the  tattered  colours 
of  the  Loving  Heart  regiment,  ran  one  on 
each  side  of  Baber's  litter.  The  fort  was 
reached  as  the  sun  went  down,  and  Baber 
was  taken  into  the  very  same  rooms  which 
he  had  occupied  when  he  first  met  his  beloved 
wife  Nasiban.  A  village  barber  was  sum- 
moned and  Baber's  wound  was  dressed.  For 
a  time  life  hung  on  the  thinnest  of  threads ;  it 
seemed  at  one  moment  as  if  it  would  snap. 
The  Sikh  girls  watched  and  repeated  prayer 
after  prayer  during  the  weary  hours  of  the 
night.  Baber  slept,  and  awoke  just  as  the 
glorious  sun  was  rising  in  its  mantle  of  crimson 
purple  and  gold  above  the  horizon. 
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When  Baber  awoke,  he  opened  his  eyes 
and  saw  a  magnificent  woman  sitting  by  the 
side  of  his  bed.  u  Where  am  I?"  said  Baber, 
and  looking  round,  exclaimed : — "  Nasiban ! 
Nasiban! " 

"Not  Nasiban,  but  her  sister.  Under  my 
care  you  will  soon  be  well,  and  I  will  restore 
you  to  your  loving  wife  Nasiban." 

"  And  we  will  not  remain  behind,"  said  the 
two  Sikh  slave-girls;  uwe  will  not  remain 
behind — we  are  his  Honour's  slave-girls.  We 
have  for  his  sake  faced  the  fierce  fire  and 
roar  of  battle,  at  the  order  of  our  mistress, 
Mungela." 

Sham  Singh  had  fought  with  such  heroic 
courage  that  his  village  was  in  no  way 
molested  by  the  English.  Corpses  of  Sikhs 
who  had  fallen  at  Sobraon  were  burnt  around 
the  village  and  their  ashes  were  forwarded 
under  an  escort,  by  permission  of  the  English, 
to  be  offered  to  the  stream  of  the  sacred 
Ganges,  down  which  they  floated,  and  some 
perhaps  reached  the  waters  of  the  black  ocean 
hundreds  of  miles  away. 

Our  invalid  gradually  recovered  his  health. 
He  was  never  tired  of  gazing  on  the  sister 
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of  his  wife  and  listening  to  her  voice,  it  had 
an  intense  charm  for  him.  As  soon  as  he  was 
able  to  travel,  Baber  paid  a  flying  visit  to  Loo- 
diana  and  met  Busti  Ram,  who  complimented 
him  on  the  speedy  recovery  of  his  health. 

"We  must  watch  the  political  hour-glass 
with  anxious  thoughts  for  the  future;  things 
will  not  calm  down  finally  until  the  English 
gain  full  sway  over  the  Punjab,  and  Maharaja 
Gulab  Singh  holds  Cashmeer.  And  now," 
said  Busti  Ram,  "I  must  go  over  your 
accounts  with  you ;  large  remittances  have 
arrived  for  you,  a  total  of  twenty  thousand 
rupees.  You  must  trade  with  great  care  and 
circumspection.  And  now  farewell  for  a  time; 
always  be  ready  to  attend  to  any  request  or 
order  of  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh." 

Zulficar  paid  a  visit  to  Baber,  and  Nirgis 
accompanied  her  husband,  she  was  now  the 
fortunate  mother  of  two  boys.  Zulficar  pros- 
pered as  a  cloth  merchant  and  often  paid  a 
visit  to  Cashmeer.  Baber  avoided  Lahore  on 
on  his  homeward  journey  to  Cashmeer.  Pearl, 
the  sister  of  his  wife  Nasiban,  travelled  with 
him,  also  the  two  Sikh  girls.  In  due  time 
Srinuggur  was  reached. 
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What  pen  can  describe  the  joy  of  Baber's 
wives  as  he  entered  their  apartments  in 
turn !  Ayesha  was  covered  with  blushes,  for 
she  called  to  mind  the  ardent  protestations 
of  eternal  love  she  had  made  to  Baber  at 
the  time  of  her  parting  from  him.  Nasiban 
was  charmed  at  again  embracing  her  beautiful 
sister  Pearl,  who  had  taken  such  care  of 
Baber. 

As  Baber's  wound  was  not  quite  healed 
a  doctor  was  called  in.  He  made  this  stipu- 
lation with  Baber,  that  during  the  time  he 
attended  him,  he  was  not  to  take  any  remedies 
sent  to  him  by  the  ladies  of  his  Zenana. 

"They  must  all  be  made  over  to  me." 

Baber  smiled  and  said: — uYour  order  shall 
be  carefully  followed." 

The  doctor  was  clever  and  soon  made  a 
perfect  cure  of  Baber,  so  much  so  that  hardly 
a  trace  of  a  wound  remained  and  Baber  felt 
in  perfect  health. 

Presents  arrived  for  Baber  from  his  wives, 
which  were  duly  handed  over  to  the  doctor, 
who  examined  them  carefully  and  smiled, 
thinking  to  himself: — uAh!  this  is  my  old 
friend,  the  pounded  toad,  made  up  as  a  love 
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philter!  I  wonder  which  wife  sent  it.  Now, 
what  I  will  do  is  this:  I  will  take  all  these 
offerings  of  conjugal  bliss  with  me  in  a  boat 
and  throw  them  into  the  river  Jhelum." 

The  doctor  was  liberally  paid,  the  official 
of  the  Mosque  of  Shah  Hamdan  were  re- 
membered, and  a  present  was  forwarded  to 
the  Governor. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

AN  ARCHITECT'S  EYE. 

THE  architect  Mogul  Beg,  who  had  built 
Baber's  houses  and  arranged  the  purchase 
of  land  for  him,  was  honest,  skilful  and 
attentive  to  his  duties.  When  his  Master 
re-entered  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer,  after 
having  been  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Sobraon, 
he  welcomed  him,  and  turning  round  to  give 
any  aid  that  might  be  required  by  Baber's 
followers,  his  eyes  fell  on  Pearl,  Nasiban's 
sister.  Her  splendid  style  of  beauty  fairly 
captivated  him,  he  felt  almost  beside  himself, 
but  with  a  strong  effort  of  his  will  recovered 
his  presence  of  mind. 

Mogul  Beg  often  paid  a  visit  to  Baber's 
house  and  every  now  and  then  caught  sight 
of  Nasiban,  but  it  was  Pearl  he  longed  to 
meet  again  and  if  possible  to  speak  to  her, 
but  no  fitting  opportunity  presented  itself. 
So  becoming  desperate,  he  set  out  to  visit 
Baber,  and  in  a  passage  leading  to  Baber's 
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room,  as  his  good  fortune  would  have  it, 
he  met  Pearl  most  becomingly  dressed, 
so  as  to  suit  her  magnificent  style  of  beauty. 
Mogul  Beg  presented  her  with  a  flower, 
which  he  was  holding  in  his  hand,  Pearl 
accepted  it,  smiled  and  passed  on.  He  felt 
so  encouraged  by  the  smile  which  Pearl  had 
bestowed  on  him  that  he  forthwith  entered 
Baber's  private  apartment  and  opened  out 
his  request. 

u  Morning,  noon  and  night  since  I  met  the 
sister  of  your  blessed  wife  Nasiban,  I  have 
been  as  one  demented.  I  can  neither  eat, 
drink  nor  sleep.  I  have  no  wife  and  I  have  a 
very  comfortable  home  to  offer  to  the  heart- 
enchanting  Pearl.  So  be  pleased,  my  Master, 
to  assist  your  humble  servant  in  securing 
Pearl  for  him  as  a  wife.  I  will  now  take  my 
leave  and  call  again  to-morrow." 

"I  will   do   my  best  for  you,"  said  Baber. 

"  That  is  enough,"  replied  Mogul  Beg,  ;'and 
now  dismiss  your  slave  in  peace." 

Baber  pondered  over  what  Mogul  Beg  had 
said  to  him;  it  had  not  escaped  his  notice 
that  Pearl  would  be  a  fruitful  source  of 
jealousy,  discord  and  strife  in  his  Zenana. 
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The    atmosphere    was    already    loaded    with 
bitter  words  and  insinuations. 

uls  Pearl  betrothed  or  married?  Is  she  a 
widow?"  were  the  questions  constantly  asked. 

Baber  lost  no  time  in  paying  a  visit  to  the 
apartment  of  his  wife  Nasiban.  He  called 
out  u Purdah!  "  and  was  speedily  admitted  by 
his  wife's  nurse. 

uTo  what  good  fortune  am  I  indebted  to 
my  lord  for  this  visit?"  asked  Nasiban.  She 
was  much  stouter  than  when  Baber  married 
her,  but  no  woman  in  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer 
could  in  any  way  surpass  her  in  her  varied 
attractions. 

Seating  himself  on  a  divan  close  to  Nasiban, 
Baber  replied: — UI  have  come  to  talk  to  you 
about  your  sister  Pearl." 

At  these  ominous  words  Nasiban  turned 
first  white,  then  red,  her  bosom  heaved  with 
excitement,  she  trembled  from  head  to  foot 
and  answered : — u  Speak,  my  ever  beloved 
husband ! " 

UI  have  had  an  honourable  and  desirable 
proposal  for  your  sister,"  said  Baber:  uwhat 
is  your  advice?" 

Nasiban    began    to    breathe    freely    again. 
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"  I  was  afraid  "  thought  she,  u  that  my  husband, 
who  is  a  weak  man  where  women  are  con- 
cerned, was  about  to  commit  a  breach  of 
our  conventional  laws,  but  I  must  not  jump 
at  the  idea  of  a  marriage  lest  my  husband 
might  suspect  I  am  eager  to  get  rid  of  Pearl." 
Taking  courage,  Nasiban  asked  Baber  from 
whom  the  proposal  of  marriage  came. 

uFrom  my  friend,  Mogul  Beg,"  answered 
Baber.  After  some  further  conversation  Nasi- 
ban said: — "I  will  send  for  Pearl." 

So  Baber  took  his  leave,  well  pleased  at 
having  explained  all  he  wished  so  satis- 
factorily. 

When  Pearl  came  at  the  summons  of  her 
sister,  Nasiban  explained  to  her  what  Baber 
had  communicated  to  her: — "Now,  my  dear 
sister,  tell  me  what  message  I  am  to  give  to 
Baber?" 

Pearl  blushed  crimson,  her  colour  came  and 
went  as  she  drew  a  faded  yellow  rose  from 
her  breast  and,  kissing  it,  replaced  it,  saying : 
"Here  is  my  answer;  Mogul  Beg  gave  this 
rose  to  me  yesterday !  " 

She  then  hid  her  face  amongst  the  cushions 
of  her  sister's  divan,  who  raising  her  up, 
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kissed  her  over  and  over  again.  Baber  was 
soon  informed  of  the  acceptance  by  Pearl  of 
Mogul  Beg's  overtures  of  marriage,  and  he 
in  his  turn  gave  the  long-wished-for  answer 
to  Mogul  Beg,  who  was  quite  overwhelmed 
with  joy  at  his  good  fortune. 

In  due  time  Pearl  was  married  to  the 
architect  by  the  Cazee,  who  blessed  the  bride 
and  bridegroom,  saying  : — u  May  your  house 
be  established  in  honour  and  prosperity  from 
generation  to  generation." 

It  was  daybreak,  on  a  fine  morning  in  April, 
as  the  two  Sikh  girls  who  lived  with  Baber, 
entered  a  boat  belonging  to  him,  which  was 
tied  by  a  rope  to  a  small  pier  of  wood  which 
ran  out  into  the  river  Jhelum. 

"Row  as  usual  to  the  Pundit's  house,"  said 
one  of  the  girls. 

A  boatman  remarked: — uThe  Khalsa  is 
always  on  the  alert." 

"If  we  do  not  follow  the  rules  laid  down 
for  us  in  our  Grunt'h  when  we  are  young, 
what  blessing  will  ever  be  ours." 

The  boat  rowed  on,  the  boatmen  now  and 
then  chanting  one  of  their  songs  in  praise  of 
their  Valley.  The  Pundit's  house  was  reached ; 
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it  was  situated  on  the  left  bank  of  the  river 
Jhelum,  surrounded  by  poplar  trees. 

u  We  must  hurry  on,"  said  one  of  the  girls, 
"  for  I  hear  the  priest  chanting  our  Grunt'h." 

Both  drew  their  scarfs  around  their  faces 
and  mouths,  and  sat  down  in  their  accustomed 
places,  but  were  surprised  to  see  four  Akalees 
seated  not  far  from  them,  clothed  in  blue  and 
wearing  steel  bracelets. 

When  the  service  was  over  the  two  girls 
withdrew,  and  the  chief  of  the  Akalees  asked 
the  Sikh  priest  who  the  two  Sikh  girls  were. 

The  priest  replied: — "I  did  not  specially 
notice  them,  but  I  imagine  that  they  must 
have  been  the  girls  who  live  with  Baber's 
wives.  He  fought  and  was  wounded  close  to 
Sham  Singh  Attareewala,  who  fell  so  glori- 
ously at  Sobraon  in  defence  of  our  faith." 

On  their  way  home  the  two  girls  met  several 
boats  loaded  with  Akalees,  which  were  rowing 
up  the  river  Jhelum  against  the  tide. 

"What  is  this?"  said  one  girl  to  her  com- 
panion. 

"It  means  blood  and  war,"  returned  the 
other.  uPull  on  quickly,  boatmen!" 

On   arrival  at  the  pier  opposite  to  Baber's 


AN  ARCHITECTS  EYE.  185 

house,  the  two  Sikh  girls  rushed  up  to  Ayesha's 
room  and  told  her  what  they  had  seen.  UI 
know  one  of  the  Akalees.  He  is  the  famous 
Phula  Singh,  the  freebooter ;  he  has  come  with 
some  bloodthirsty  purpose  I  am  certain,"  said 
one  of  the  girls. 

After  hearing  the  news  which  the  girls  had 
to  give,  Ayesha  said  to  them : — u  You  have 
done  well.  Always  be  on  your  guard  and 
watch.  Now  go  and  prepare  your  food.'* 

Ayesha  then  hurried  as  speedily  as  allowed 
by  her  condition  to  Baber's  private  apartments, 
and  having  been  admitted  was  so  out  of 
breath  that  she  could  not  speak,  but  only 
uttered : — 

"Oh!  Oh!" 

Baber  considerately  placed  her  on  his  divan 
close  to  himself: — "Take  your  time,  take 
your  time ! " 

When  she  had  sufficiently  recovered  her 
breath,  Ayesha  told  Baber  everything. 

After  thinking  for  a  few  moments,  Baber 
replied : — "  Send  some  one  to  the  top  of  my 
house  to  listen  and  to  report  any  sound  that 
may  come  from  the  south."  And  he  placed 
his  arm  round  Ayesha's  waist,  saying: — Good, 
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clever,  faithful  wife,  what  a  treasure  I  have 
in  you ! " 

Ayesha,  on  leaving  Baber's  room,  called  out 
to  the  Sikh  girls: — "Run  up  to  the  roof  of 
the  house,  and  listen  and  report  to  me  all 
that  you  hear." 

Although  they  were  in  the  act  of  cooking 
their  food,  the  girls  rushed  up  to  the  roof 
like  two  wild  cats. 

u  We  must  listen  for  sounds  from  the  south," 
said  one  of  them. 

After  the  lapse  of  half  an  hour  or  so,  one 
girl  enquired :  u  Sister,  do  you  hear  anything? '' 

u  I  am  not  certain :  a  jingle,  jangle  sound 
seems  to  come  into  my  ears  from  the  south." 

uYes,  yes;  it  is  jingle,  jangle — it  comes 
nearer  and  nearer.  There  are  several  expresses 
coming  towards  us,  there  is  no  doubt.  We 
must  run  and  tell  Ayesha." 

On  Baber's  being  informed  of  the  report 
by  Ayesha,  he  mentally  exclaimed: — uWhat 
can  the  news  be?" 

The  expresses  arrived  at  Srinuggur:  two 
were  for  Baber,  three  for  the  Governor.  The 
ears  of  the  Sikh  girls  thus  proved  to  be  as 
correct  and  sharp  as  those  of  a  timid  hare. 
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The  two  expresses  for  Baber  rushed  into  his 
courtyard — "Jingle,  jangle."  One  was  from 
Busti  Ram,  the  other  from  Nurudeen. 

Busti  Ram  wrote  thus,  after  compliments : — 
uThe  Agent  of  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh  will 
call  on  you  at  any  moment.  Honour  his  bills 
on  you  for  any  amount,  and  consider  him  as 
your  future  Master/' 

The  express  from  Nurudeen  ran  thus,  after 
compliments: — u  On  March  the  i6th,  1846, 
a  treaty  was  signed  between  the  British 
Government  and  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh;  by 
it  Cashmeer  is  made  over  to  him  and  his 
heirs.  He  will,  as  a  Feudatory,  give  to  the 
British  Government  annually  one  horse,  twelve 
perfect  shawl  goats  of  approved  breeds,  (six 
male  and  six  female),  and  three  pairs  of 
Cashmeer  shawls.  Her  Highness  Mungela 
sends  her  most  respectful  compliments  to  your 
Honour." 

Not  long  after  the  receipt  of  these  expresses 
Baber  was  summoned  in  hot  haste  by  the 
Governor  Sheik  Imam  Ooddeento  an  audience. 
Baber  lost  not  a  moment  in  ordering  a  suitable 
present  to  be  got  ready  for  presentation  to 
the  Governor,  and  directed  his  boat  to  be 
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fully  equipped.  Thus  the  report  of  Baber's 
contemplated  visit  spread  to  his  Zenana. 
All  of  a  sudden  the  air  was  filled  with  those 
sounds  in  which  females  indulge  in  anticipation 
of  some  dire  calamity. 

Baber  was  glad  to  take  refuge  in  his  boat, 
the  rowers  of  which  were  eager  to  start.  As 
he  took  his  seat  he  saw  the  two  Sikh  girls 
clothed  in  blue,  sitting  behind  him. 

uWe  are  going  to  follow  your  Honour!" 
called  out  both  the  girls  simultaneously. 

The  boat  started  down  the  stream,  and  from 
behind  a  crimson  curtain  close  to  the  girls, 
three  Akalees  peeped  forth. 

One  was  Phula  Singh,  who  salaaming  to 
Baber,  said: — uWe  accompany  your  Honour 
and  the  girls." 

When  the  boat  drew  up  at  the  small  pier 
of  wood  in  front  of  the  Palace  the  officious 
attendants  at  the  gateway  were  inclined  to 
shut  out  the  Akalees  and  the  Sikh  girls,  but 
a  menacing  gesture  from  the  chief  Phula 
Singh  made  them  draw  back  hastily.  Baber 
was  received  with  courtesy  by  the  Governor, 
so  was  Phula  Singh;  the  two  girls  and  the 
other  Akalees  sat  at  a  distance. 
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After  a  formal  welcome  and  inquiry  the 
Governor  said  to  Baber : — "  You  have  received 
two  expresses  to-day :  may  I  be  allowed  to 
read  their  contents?" 

UI  have  brought  one  letter  with  me,  the 
other  is  purely  private,"  replied  Baber,  and 
handed  the  letter  from  Nurudeen  to  the 
Governor. 

As  he  read  it  his  countenance  became  ashy 
pale. 

Phula  Singh,  who  was  observing  him  closely, 
thought:— " That  look  means  abject  fear!" 

The  letter  was  returned  to  Baber  by  the 
Governor  with  a  trembling  hand,  and  the 
Durbar  broke  up. 

Baber  invited  Phula  Singh  to  his  house.  On 
arriving  there,  the  latter  said  to  Baber — u  May 
I  also  see  your  letter?" 

u  Certainly,"  replied  his  host. 

"I  thought  so,"  remarked  Phula  Singh  on 
reading  it.  u  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh  will  be 
too  strong  for  the  Governor.  What  courageous 
girls  your  two  slaves  are,  (if  a  Kkalsa  girl  can 
be  a  slave) ;  they  both  carried  daggers,  fearing 
treachery  on  the  part  of  the  Governor.  And 
now  I  will  bid  farewell  to  your  honour.  If  ever 
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you  require  a  staunch  friend,  look  to  me. 
Take  care  of  the  Sikh  girls  and  do  not  allow 
anyone  to  tamper  with  their  religious  views." 

As  Phula  Singh  quitted  the  hall  of  Baber's 
house,  each  of  the  Sikh  girls  presented  him 
with  a  small  offering  of  apple  blossoms,  crocus 
flowers,  sugar-candy  and  rice;  this  was  sup- 
plemented by  a  larger  gift  from  Baber.  On 
his  way  up  the  river  Jhelum,  bound  for  the 
Fountains  of  Achbal,  the  Akalee  chief  called 
at  the  Pundit's  house,  where  he  met  several 
Sikh  soldiers  of  regiments  just  arrived  from 
Lahore. 

uWe  are  come,"  said  they,  uto  prevent 
Maharaja  Gulab  Singh  from  occupying  the 
Valley  of  Cashmeer." 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

A    DANGEROUS   FATHER-IN-LAW. 

BABER  was  not  of  a  very  gregarious 
temperament,  but  his  brother-in-law,  Mogul 
Beg,  was  very  sociably  disposed  and  often 
called  on  him  at  his  house  on  the  confines 
of  the  Flowery  Mead.  As  Mogul  Beg  could 
not  eat,  drink  or  sleep  before  his  advances 
to  Pearl,  so  now  he  almost  wearied  Baber 
with  his  constant  allusions  to  his  wife's  charms 
and  his  own  happiness.  Baber  provided 
hookahs  of  the  most  elegant  shape,  fitted  up 
with  silver  mountings,  amber  mouth-pieces 
and  long  snakes  *  folded  round  with  crimson 
cloth ;  they  were  placed  on  choice  carpets,  and 
the  balls  of  tobacco  which  were  placed  in 
the  hookahs  by  a  special  attendant,  were 
most  soothing  to  the  nervous  system. 

The    two    friends    would    thus    smoke    on 

*  The  snake  of  a  hookah  is  the  long  pliant  pipe  through 
which  smoke  is  drawn  into  the  mouth,  after  passing  through 
rosewater  and  amber  mouth-piece. 
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together,  solaced  by  the  rose-water  perfume 
and  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  hookahs.  But 
Mogul  Beg  could  not  rest  until  he  had  traced 
out  the  facts  regarding  the  parentage  of  his 
beloved  Pearl  and  at  length  he  could  no 
longer  resist  the  impulse  to  ask  Baber  what 
he  knew  about  the  subject. 

For  a  time  Baber  pulled  at  his  hookah  in 
silence  until  again  urged  by  Mogul  Beg,  he 
then  replied: — "It  is  not  well  to  open  the 
door  of  secrecy  when  mystery  has  closed  it. 
When  I  bought  Leila  and  Zinat,  the  slave- 
dealer  Mallan  gave  me  a  letter  to  a  friend 
to  secure  shelter  for  the  two  girls;  he  found 
it  at  the  Fort  of  Sham  Singh  for  me,  but  said 
in  his  letter — l  Search  not  too  closely  into 
the  history  of  the  young  woman  Nasiban,  it 
may  bring  trouble  on  us  all.'  I  have  in  con- 
sequence never  attempted  to  unravel  the 
mystery  which  still  hangs  about  my  wife." 

Mogul  Beg  answered:  "My  Pearl  does  not 
resemble  any  woman  I  have  ever  seen  except 
dear  Nasiban.  I  have  a  Grecian  coin  in  my 
possession ;  the  face  on  it  reminds  me  of  Pearl 
most  strongly,  also  of  Nasiban.  Here  it  is: 
take  it  in  your  hand." 
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Baber  examined  the  coin  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  replied  thoughtfully:  — "  There  is  a  mystery 
hanging  about  the  parentage  of  our  wives. 
When  I  see  the  man  who  introduced  me  to  the 
Keeper  of  Sham  Singh's  fort  I  will  ask  him  for 
information  on  this  most  important  subject." 

The  question  was  then  dropped  and  for  a  time 
the  subject  was  not  discussed  by  the  friends, 
but  Mogul  Beg  was  by  no  means  satisfied. 

About  a  month  after  this  conversation  had 
taken  place  Baber's  servant  announced  that 
a  man  had  arrived  at  his  house  and  was 
desirous  of  obtaining  an  interview. 

uShow  him  up,"  said  Baber. 

What  was  his  surprise  to  see  his  old  acquaint- 
ance Mallan,  from  whom  he  had  purchased  his 
wife  Zinat,  and  through  whom  he  had  arranged 
for  the  purchase  of  Leila  from  Mungela. 

Mallan  paid  his  respects,  and  at  the  request 
of  Baber  seated  himself,  saying: — "It  gives 
me  very  great  pleasure  to  see  your  Highness 
looking  so  well  and  so  prosperous.  I  have 
seen  Leila  and  Zinat  on  the  lake.  What 
charming  women  they  have  grown  into! 
Mungela  has  sent  a  necklace  to  Leila  and 
hopes  she  will  forget  the  past." 

13 
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"And  what,"  asked  Baber,  "has  brought 
you  here,  my  friend?" 

"Things  are  very  disturbed  at  Lahore, 
so  I  thought  I  would  absent  myself  for  a 
time;  I  have  given  up  business  and  am 
rich  now." 

Baber  thinking  this  a  favourable  time  for 
obtaining  information  regarding  Nasiban  and 
her  sister,  asked  Mallan  about  their  parentage. 

After  some  slight  hesitation  Mallan  an- 
swered : — "  The  history  ol  Nasiban  and  Pearl 
was  a  deadly  secret  for  me  at  one  time. 
When  seven  or  eight  years  old  they  were  sent 
to  me  at  dead  of  night  with  a  message: — 
1  Hurry  the  girls  out  of  the  Punjab  but  take 
great  care  of  them' — so  I  forwarded  them 
to  a  village  which  belonged  to  Sham  Singh, 
to  a  Brahmin,  who  was  true  to  his  trust,  and 
it  was  from  this  man  that  Nasiban  came  to 
wait  on  Leila  and  Zinat.  A  high  official  had 
bought  these  two  girls ;  they  had  been  stolen 
from  Kafiristan  when  picking  flowers  in  one 
of  the  valleys  and  search  was  being  made  for 
them.  Nasiban  and  Pearl  are  said  to  be  of 
Grecian  descent.  The  report  is  that  their 
father  is  a  most  ferocious  blood-thirsty  man. 
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And  now  I  should  like  to  be  presented  to  her 
Highness  Nasiban." 

u  You  shall  see  her  to-morrow,"  replied  Baber. 
Thus  the  interview  ended  and  Baber  lost  no 
time  in  despatching  a  special  messenger  to 
Mogul  Beg: — uCome  without  a  moment's 
delay;  I  have  news  for  you." 

Mogul  Beg  arrived  much  out  of  breath,  and 
Baber  communciated  all  the  information  that 
Mallan  had  given,  adding: — "I  daresay  that 
Mallan  has  not  told  us  quite  the  truth." 

These  fatal  words  set  Mogul  Beg's  im- 
magination  on  fire  and  banished  caution  and 
prudence. 

UI  will  find  out  everything  for  myself," 
cried  Mogul  Beg,  u  cost  what  it  may ! " 

A  visit  was  paid  to  Nasiban  by  Mallan,  who 
was  re-introduced  by  her  husband  Baber. 
The  slave-dealer  was  so  enraptured  with  the 
charms  of  Nasiban,  that  he  called  out  several 
times : — u  Certainly,  a  Houri  of  Paradise  is  on 
earth  with  us !  " 

A  present  was  presented  to  Nasiban  in  due 
form,  and  the  party  broke  up.  But  Mogul 
Beg  was  consumed  with  curiosity,  he  must, 
he  thought,  find  the  father  of  his  dear  wife 
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Pearl.  Mallan  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  his 
purpose,  also  Baber.  His  own  wife,  his  sister- 
in-law  Nasiban,  the  Begum  Roshanara,  Leila, 
Zinat  and  Ayesha  all  cried  out: — u Remain  in 
your  happy  home.  Seek  not  the  unknown! 5> 
Mallan  embraced  his  feet  and  clung  to  them 
until  he  was  dragged  away  by  force;  Mogul 
Beg  would  not  listen  to  entreaties  or  advice, 
a  demon  of  curiosity  had  taken  possession 
of  his  mind  and  he  started  that  day  for 
Peshawur,  with  one  servant,  amidst  the  tears 
and  regrets  of  all.  His  form  faded  away  in 
the  distance,  and  at  length  he  reached  the 
Kafiristan  valley,  in  which  he  had  been  told 
his  wife's  father  Ummer  Beg  lived,  and  asked 
to  be  directed  to  his  castle. 

Everyone,  when  questioned  looked  stead- 
fastly at  Mogul  Beg  and  replied: — uKeep 
clear  of  the  Chief,  he  has  been  demented  ever 
since  his  two  girls,  Nasiban  and  Pearl,  were 
stolen  when  picking  flowers  in  his  valley." 

It  was  no  use  giving  advice  to  Mogul  Beg, 
he  would  proceed.  He  met  Ummer  Beg 
leaving  his  castle  on  a  hawking  expedition. 
On  his  informing  the  Chief  who  he  was  and 
mentioning  the  names  of  Pearl  and  Nasiban, 
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UmmerBeg  roared  like  a  bull;  his  eyes  flashed 
fire,  his  handsome  countenance  became  con- 
vulsed and  he  ordered  Mogul  Beg  to  be 
seized  and  shut  up  in  the  castle  dungeon ! 

When  Mogul  Beg  heard  the  rusty  key  turn 
in  the  lock  of  the  massive  door  of  the  dungeon 
in  which  he  was  thrust,  he  felt  completely 
exasperated  at  his  own  idiotic  folly,  in  leaving 
his  happy  home  and  his  lovely  wife.  And 
his  discomfort  was  considerably  augmented 
by  perceiving  that  water  was  trickling  down 
one  side  of  his  dungeon  from  the  roof. 

"  Alas,  alas!."  thought  he,  UI  am  imprisoned 
below  the  bank  of  the  river  on  which  my 
father-in-law's  castle  is  built!  What  is  to 
become  of  me?  am  I  to  be  smothered  like  a 
rat?" 

A  man  brought  the  prisoner  his  food 
regularly,  but  would  not  reply  to  any  question 
put  to  him  by  the  poor  wretch.  The  time 
passed  heavily.  Now  and  then  a  rat  scampered 
up  and  down  the  floor  of  the  dungeon,  then 
three  or  more  would  join  him  and  they 
gambolled  together.  After  the  lapse  of  a 
few  days  Mogul  Beg  heard  sounds  just  outside 
the  castle,  voices  calling  to  each  other  and 
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the  neighing  of  horses : — u  What  is  about  to 
happen?"  thought  he.  uSome  expedition 
must  be  about  to  start." 

Mogul's  Beg's  misery  was  now  acute.  Every 
moment  his  dungeon  was  filling  with  water. 
At  length  it  was  so  full  that  the  man  in 
attendance  brought  in  a  large  chest,  with  the 
aid  of  others,  for  poor  stubborn  Mogul  Beg 
to  sit  on  and  sleep  on.  He  was  feverish,  his 
head  ached,  and  at  length  he  fell  asleep  and 
dreamt  of  home.  He  was  with  his  wife  and 
had  placed  his  hand  on  her  arm  soft  as  velvet, 
cool  to  the  touch  of  his  feverish  hand;  he 
inhaled  the  perfume  of  her  beautiful  hair —  He 
awoke  with  a  start  full  of  terror,  for  he  held 
in  his  hand  a  musk-rat,  which,  escaping  from 
his  grasp,  splashed  down  on  the  floor,  which 
was  covered  with  water  more  than  a  foot  deep. 

Day  dawn  came  on,  a  feeble  light  entered 
the  dungeon.  The  door  opened,  and  an  old 
man  with  a  white  beard,  followed  by  a  younger 
man,  made  his  appearance. 

The  old  man  spoke  in  a  dialect  of  the 
Punjab : — "  Get  up  and  follow  me." 

Mogul  Beg,  by  this  time  feeling  half  dead, 
obeyed  the  command  but  slowly  and  followed 
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his  guide,  who  conducted  him  to  a  tower  of 
the  castle,  along  winding  passages  and  steep 
stone  steps.  There  the  old  man  pointed  to  a 
room,  saying:  "That  is  yours,  for  a  time; 
it  is  at  least  dry." 

There  Mogul  Beg  found  his  own  servant 
and  his  baggage.  The  old  man  told  Mogul 
Beg  that  he  was  the  Commandant  of  the 
castle,  and  that  he  must  still  remain  a  prisoner. 

"  How  could  you  have  been  so  foolish  as 
to  place  yourself  in  this  lion's  den,  for  such 
is  my  Master's  house?  Ever  since  his  two 
daughters  were  stolen,  whilst  picking  flowers 
in  our  valley,  he  has  been  demented.  He  is 
now  absent  with  his  troops,  such  as  they  are, 
to  repel  an  attack  made  on  his  country; 
several  of  our  men  have  already  been  killed." 

When  the  Commandant  had  left  the  room, 
Mogul  Beg's  servant  explained  to  him  what 
he  had  done  to  obtain  his  removal  from  the 
dungeon  in  which  he  was  confined  to  his 
present  airy  room. 

UI  found,"  said  the  servant,  "a  slave-girl 
who  came  from  my  native  village — she  is 
called  Gulabi.  To  her  I  made  love,  and  so 
successful  was  I  that  she  told  me  all  the 
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secrets  of  the  castle.  Through  her  I  obtained 
better  treatment  for  you,  and  we  must  hope 
on,  for  women's  hearts  often  guide  us  to 
prosperity." 

And  had  Mogul  Beg  been  conversant  with 
Grecian  history,  he  might  have  rejoined: — 
uAnd  it  was  the  fair  face  of  Helen  which 
sent  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  to  Hades!" 

The  view  from  the  tower  where  Mogul  Beg 
was  confined  was  superb.  Towards  the  west 
stupendous  ranges  of  the  Hindos  Khoosh 
mountains  stretched  for  miles  and  miles;  but 
his  heart  was  in  the  east,  at  his  own  home, 
and  these  mountains  only  served  to  remind 
him  of  his  misfortune. 

One  morning  the  Commandant  of  the  castle 
paid  him  a  visit  earlier  than  usual,  and  although 
he  endeavoured  to  conceal  his  anxiety,  Mogul 
Beg  detected  it. 

After  formal  speeches  the  Commandant 
asked  him  whether  it  was  true  that  his 
brother-in-law,  his  Highness  Baber,  was  on  good 
terms  with  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh. 

"  Certainly,"  answered  Mogul  Beg,  without 
hesitation. 

uSome  of  the  Maharaja's  special  messengers 
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have  lately  arrived  at  Chitral  and  have  caused 
our  Chief  very  great  perplexity,  and  it  is  stat- 
ed that  troops  are  on  their  way  from  Gilgit." 

uVery  likely,"  drily  replied  Mogul  Beg, 
uthe  Maharaja  never  sleeps." 

The  Commandant  took  a  hasty  leave,  and 
Mogul  Beg's  servant  soon  after  entered  the 
room  with  the  news : — "  That  the  Comman- 
dant was  almost  distracted  with  some  deadly 
fear;  no  one  could  fathom  the  cause." 

Black  despair  was  gradually  consuming  Mogul 
Beg,  mind  and  body.  His  altered  appearance 
attracted  the  notice  of  his  servant,  who,  on 
quitting  him,  sat  himself  under  a  plane  tree 
outside  the  castle  and  became  absorbed  in 
thought. 

Before  long  he  was  joined  by  his  friend, 
Gulabi,  the  slave-girl,  who,  looking  fixedly 
into  his  face,  asked: — u  Have  I  offended  you, 
Aziz,  that  you  are  looking  so  melancholy  and 
doleful?  You  hang  down  your  head  like  an 
old  horse!" 

u  My  master  is  the  cause  of  my  grief:  what 
can  I  do  for  him?" 

u  A  good  deal  if  you  do  not  mope  and  cast 
down  your  eyes.  Look  on  me  as  you  always 
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used  to,  and  listen.  A  man  has  just  arrived, 
sent  by  a  Ghilzye  Chief  not  far  from  Jellalabad. 
His  message  to  Mogul  Beg  is: — ll  will  aid 
you  to  escape,  in  gratitude  for  what  Zulficar 
did  for  my  grand-daughter.  My  men  will  be 
at  the  pass  when  the  next  full  moon  rises 
high  in  the  heavens.  You  must  settle  your 
plans  to  be  at  the  head  of  the  pass.' ' 

Aziz  took  the  hand  of  Gulabi  and  whis- 
pered:— u  And  you  will  go  with  us!" 

u  We  must  have  ponies,  five  will  be  enough/' 
she  continued.  "I  know  where  to  find  some 
which  will  suit  us;  and  the  two  slave-boys 
must  go  with  us,  they  pine  for  home.  But 
we  must  pay  something  for  the  ponies — this 
is  a  difficulty  to  start  with." 

"None  to  me,"  answered  the  servant,  ufor 
I  saved  my  master's  gold  mohurs  when  he 
was  searched." 

"  Good,"  replied  the  slave-girl;  ufor  money 
must  be  given  as  hush-money." 

"Very  well,  it  is  ready." 

u  It  is  a  week  to  the  time  of  full  moon ;  we 
will  talk  over  our  other  plans  at  this  time 
to-morrow  under  this  plane  tree.  Farewell ! 
for  the  present." 
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The  Ghilzye  messenger  was  fed  by  Gulabi 
and  a  gold  piece  was  placed  in  his  hand; 
his  eyes  sparkled  with  delight  and  he  received 
the  following  message  for  his  Chief: — u  When 
the  full  moon  lights  up  the  pass  be  there  with 
your  men,  whether  it  is  full  of  snow,  rain  or 
mist!" 

Mogul  Beg's  servant  hastened  to  inform 
him  of  the  plan  which  was  being  arranged 
for  his  escape. 

uBut  the  guard  on  watch  over  me  will 
stop  me,"  objected  Mogul  Beg. 

The  servant  drew  closer  to  his  master  and 
whispered : — "  A  shower  of  gold  washes  out 
consciences !  " 

It  was  the  dead  of  night.  Mogul  Beg  left 
his  room  with  his  servant.  There  was  no 
guard  on  duty,  but  heavy  firing  was  heard 
on  the  hills  to  the  east  of  the  castle.  The 
ponies  were  mounted,  the  slave-girl  rode  one ; 
dressed  in  male  attire,  she  had  girded  on  a 
sword,  and  off  the  party  went  at  full  speed 
towards  the  south.  Mile  after  mile  of  country 
was  traversed,  and  towards  day  a  tremendous 
mountain  had  to  be  ascended. 

When   the   party  had  moved  on  in  silence 
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up  the  side  of  the  mountain  and  arrived  at 
a  spot  which  commanded  a  clear  view  over 
the  plain  towards  the  north,  Gulabi  called  out : 
"Halt  here  for  a  few  minutes  and  allow  the 
ponies  to  gain  their  breath."  And  looking 
at  one  of  the  slave-boys,  she  said: — "Look 
well  to  the  north,  dear,  you  have  sharp  eyes, 
and  tell  us  what  you  see." 

"As  yet  I  see  nothing.  Now — yes,  I  see  mere 
specks  far  far  away  on  the  horizon — they 
come  nearer  and  nearer — about  a  dozen — 
they  come  fast — horses — horses  with  riders!" 

"Now,"  said  Gulabi,  "we  must  press  on 
as  fast  as  we  can.  These  are  picked  men  of 
the  Chief's  own  escort,  who  will  forfeit  their 
lives  if  they  do  not  catch  us.  On!  On!" 

The  pass  was  crowned ;  it  was  covered  with 
Ghilzye  men,  and  Mogul  Beg  was  free !  His 
pursuers  were  close  on  his  party  and  halted. 

After  offering  congratulations  to  Mogul  Beg 
on  his  escape,  the  Ghilzye  Chief  observed  the 
five  ponies  with  a  good  deal  of  attention  and 
asked : — "  And  where  did  you  buy  such 
excellent  ponies?" 

The  slave-girl  answered  for  the  party : — "  I 
borrowed  them  with  gold,  but  since  I  see 


A  DANGERO  US  FA  THER-IN-LA  W.        205 

your   Highness   has   brought  ponies  for  us,  I 
now  will  release  them!" 

The  ponies  went  off  down  hill  as  fast  as 
they  could  scamper  and  joined  their  friends 
below,  who  were  soon  observed  to  be  wending 
their  homeward  way. 

u  And  how  did  you  manage  to  clear  the  castle 
for  us  of  all  its  guards?"  asked  Mogul  Beg 
of  the  slave-girl,  his  old  spirit  of  curiosity 
having  somewhat  revived. 

"I  must  not  divulge  secrets,  but  1  fear 
that  the  Chief  has  got  into  a  scrape.  You 
heard  the  firing  to  the  east?" 

The  Ghilzye  Chief  was  thanked  over  and  over 
again  by  Mogul  Beg  for  his  timely  assistance, 
and  before  they  parted  the  former  explained 
that  it  was  his  wish  that  there  should  always 
be  friendship  between  himself,  the  English  and 
the  Maharaja,  and  Mogul  Beg  promised  his 
assistance  to  secure  this  object. 
*  *  * 

In  time  Mogul  Beg  reached  his  happy  home, 
somewhat  crestfallen  'tis  true,  but  he  forgot 
everything  in  the  arms  of  his  Pearl.  However, 
we  must  confess  that  in  his  dreams  he  could 
never  entirely  get  rid  of  the  musk-rat! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  PEACEFUL  VALLEY. 

BABER  delighted  in  spending  every  spare 
moment  that  he  could  command  at  his  charm- 
ing house  close  to  the  meadows  of  the  Flowery 
Mead,  so  full  of  flowers,  the  unmolested  pro- 
duce of  ages.  He  was  generally  accompanied 
by  a  wife,  but  not  always,  for  at  times  he  was 
very  anxious  and  his  mind  disturbed.  The 
Court  of  Lahore  was  so  full  of  intrigue  that 
no  one  could  venture  to  predict  what  would 
take  place  the  next  moment.  It  was  a  case 
of  tiger  watching  tiger,  each  ready  to  spring 
upon  the  unwary  victim.  As  yet  Baber, 
thanks  to  following  sound  advice,  had  steered 
clear  of  the  whirlpool  which  was  destined  to 
engulf  so  many  thoughtless  spirits. 

One  day  when  he  was  sitting  alone  in  a 
room  in  this  house,  there  was  a  call  at  the 
door,  and  on  permission  being  given,  Ayesha 
entered ;  she  was,  perhaps,  just  at  that  moment 
Baber's  favourite  wife. 
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u  Salaam  to  your  Highness,  my  ever 
loved  husband  !  Why  is  the  shadow  of  care 
and  anguish  on  your  handsome  countenance 
to-day?" 

Baber  made  Ayesha  sit  down  close  to  him 
on  his  divan,  and  replied:  —  ult  is  very  kind 
of  you  to  come  up  to  see  me  to-day.  I  hope 
that  the  journey  will  not  be  too  much  for 
your  health.  The  political  horizon  at  Lahore 
is  black  with  crime,  treason,  intrigue  and 
murder,  hence  my  disturbed  countenance." 

"Hope  on  and  trust  in  your  Fate,  you 
cannot  alter  it,"  said  Ayesha. 

A  young  woman  was  about  to  enter  the 
room  in  which  Baber  and  Ayesha  were  seated, 
hesitated,  gave  the  usual  signal  u  Purdah", 
and  entered.  The  name  of  the  young  woman 
was  Noor  Jehan. 

Baber  asked  her  to  be  seated,  not  without 
some  confusion  of  manner,  which,  womanlike, 
Ayesha  detected. 

Looking  at  Ayesha,  Baber  said:  —  "This 
young  woman  is  quite  a  treasure  to  me  ("  Yes," 
thought  Ayesha),  she  has  the  most  delicate 
fingers  for  picking  out  the  stamens  from  my 
saffron-yielding  crocuses  and  thus  brings  many 
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and  many  a  rupee  into  my  treasury  which 
clumsy  fingers  would  never  find.  Show  your 
hand  to  my  wife  Ayesha,"  said  he  to  the  young 
woman. 

Ayesha  bit  her  lip,  and  taking  the  right 
hand  of  the  saffron-picker  in  hers,  looked  at 
it  and  remarked : — u  A  lucky  hand  for  a  master 
to  possess,  it  ought  to  carry  away  gold!" 

And  Baber  dismissed  Noor  Jehan  with  the 
present  of  a  gold  ring. 

Ayesha  bid  Baber  farewell,  her  face  covered 
with  smiles,  but  as  she  quitted  his  presence 
it  became  as  black  as  thunder. 

Although  Baber  cannot  be  expected  to  have 
possessed  all  those  refined  qualities  of  mind 
and  body  which  our  western  civilization  is 
supposed  to  give,  (alas !  the  supposition  is  too 
often  the  offspring  of  self-delusion,)  still,  if 
his  passions  were  not  roused  which  he  inherited 
with  the  blood  of  his  ancestor,  the  diabolical 
savage  Timour  the  Lame,  he  passed  current 
in  his  Zenana  for  an  easy-going  man  and 
warranted  the  truth  of  what  Ayesha  had  said 
of  him  to  his  wife  Zinat. 

It  was  but  natural  that  apprehended  mis- 
fortunes should  trouble  both  his  mind  and 
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body  and  he  gradually  became  somewhat 
irritable,  fretful,  and  cross  in  his  Zenana,  much 
to  the  discomfort  of  his  wives. 

However,  the  visits  of  Phula  Singh  gave 
him  some  consolation ;  for,  finding  that  the 
two  Sikh  girls  were  not  molested  in  their 
religion,  but  were  dressed  in  blue  clothes, 
had  taken  the  pakul,  and  that  the  sugar  and 
water  had  been  stirred  with  a  one-edged 
dagger,  according  to  Sikh  custom  for  women, 
Phula  Singh  one  day  said  to  Baber: — uEvil 
days  may  dawn  upon  us,  but  I  will  protect 
you  and  all  belonging  to  you;  not  a  hair  of 
any  one's  head  shall  be  injured,  not  a  brass 
coin  pilfered  from  you,  and  your  property 
shall  be  guarded.  If  I  require  more  Akalis  I 
will  summon  them." 

Baber  thanked  Phula  Singh  most  warmly 
and  felt  that  he  would  keep  his  promise. 

The  state  of  the  Valley  of  Cashmeer  caused 
Baber  many  sleepless  nights  and  days.  His 
house  close  to  the  Flowery  Mead  enabled 
him  to  receive  expresses  in  greater  secrecy 
than  he  could  have  done  when  in  his  house 
in  Srinuggur,  but  they  had  to  be  forwarded 
by  a  circuitous  route.  Nurudeen  wrote :  u  Do 

14 
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not  listen  to  any  report  but  this,  Maharaja 
Gulab  Singh  is  the  destined  Ruler  of  Cashmeer." 

A  day  or  two  subsequent  to  the  receipt  of 
Nurudeen's  letter,  an  Agent  of  Maharaja  Gulab 
Singh  paid  a  visit  to  Baber,  and  after  formal 
compliments  came  close  to  him,  permission 
having  been  given,  and  looking  around  cau- 
tiously, said : — u  You  know  me  and  my  errand 
from — you  understand  who  it  is  I  mean — 
he  may  require  advances  of  money  before  the 
end  of  this  year,  state  how  much  you  could 
give." 

Baber  replied  without  hesitation : — "  To  the 
Maharaja  I  would  advance  ten  lacs  at  a 
moment's  notice,  with  notice  of — say,  fourteen 
days,  ten  lacs  more.  All  that  I  can  command 
as  an  Agent  of  Busti  Ram  and  on  my  own 
account  is  at  the  disposal  of  the  Maharaja." 

u  Thanks,"  replied  the  Agent;  uyour  heart 
is  in  the  right  place  and  the  Maharaja  is 
your  friend  for  ever.  Farewell!" 

Busti  Ram  lost  no  time  in  replying  to  Baber's 
financial  statement  regarding  his  interview 
with  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh's  Agent. 

u  You  have  done  well  in  this  matter.  Funds 
will  be  ready  at  any  moment,  but  I  cannot 
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conceal  from  myself  that  we  may  have  to 
face  times  full  of  trouble." 

It  was  fortunate  for  Baber  that  he  had 
got  out  of  the  clutches  of  Mungela,  and  been 
wounded  at  the  battle  of  Sobraon,  otherwise 
she  would  have  been  certain  to  entangle  him 
in  some  of  the  political  intrigues  which  Wuzeer 
Lai  Singh  was  carrying  on  at  the  moment 
that  Baber  received  Busti  Ram's  letter. 

The  year  1 846  wore  itself  away  with  restless 
panic  and  alarm.  The  quarrel  appeared  likely 
to  be  the  Sikh  Durbar  versus  the  English  and 
Maharaja  Gulab  Singh,  the  bone  of  contention 
being  the  final  possession  of  the  lovely  Valley 
of  Cashmeer.  At  the  close  of  the  year  the 
news  ran  thus: — uThe  Governor  has  been 
recalled  by  the  Lahore  Durbar.  Lai  Singh 
has  been  proved  to  be  a  traitor  and  has  been 
dismissed  from  his  post  as  Wuzeer;  he  it 
was  who  commanded  the  Governor  to  resist 
the  sovereignty  of  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh  over 
the  Valley  of  Cashmeer." 

The  Sikh  troops  quitted  the  Valley  by  one 
end,  whilst  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh  entered  it 
from  the  direction  of  Jummoo  with  his  Dogra 
troops. 
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Baber  bid  farewell  to  the  Ex-Governor,  and 
to  Phula  Singh,  who  said: — uTake  care  of 
the  Sikh  girls ;  tamper  not  with  their  religion. 
I  am  always  your  friend ;  a  letter  to  Amritzir 
will  always  find  me.  Farewell!  Farewell!" 

No  time  was  lost  ere  Baber  paid  his 
respects  to  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh,  who  gave 
him  a  most  gracious  reception,  in  these 
words: — uYou  will  always  live  as  a  dear 
friend  of  mine,  under  the  shadow  of  my 
protection  and  care ;  whenever  you  are  in 
any  difficulty,  apply  to  me." 

At  a  convenient  opportunity  Baber  placed 
the  case  of  Mogul  Beg  before  the  Maharaja, 
who  promptly  despatched  an  express  to  the 
Governor  of  Gilgit,  with  orders  to  effect  the 
release  of  Mogul  Beg,  if  possible  by  fair  words, 
and  if  they  were  not  listened  to,  force  was 
to  be  used.  Mogul  Beg's  escape  some  time 
after  Baber  urged  his  petition  was  most 
welcome  to  the  Maharaja,  for  it  was  a  proof 
that  his  name  carried  weight  westward  beyond 
Gilgit. 

The  Valley  of  Cashmeer  enjoyed  profound 
peace  under  the  strict  iron  rule  of  Maharaja 
Gulab  Singh,  which  enabled  Baber  to  trade 
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most  profitably  on  his  own  account  in 
saffron  and  the  fine  wool  of  the  celebrated 
shawl  goats.  Time  passed  tranquilly  excepting 
for  an  occasional  quarrel  in  the  Zenana  regard- 
ing the  beauty  and  rank  of  the  children  of 
his  respective  wives,  which  he  was  obliged  to 
settle  with  promises  from  his  subtle,  crafty 
tongue. 

But  one  day  an  event  occurred  which 
caused  Baber  some  anxiety  and  might  have 
caught  him  in  a  net  of  misfortune  and  ruin. 
It  happened  thus.  A  young  woman  of  a 
very  dark  complexion,  brilliant  eyes,  perfect 
figure,  and  well-shaped  limbs  was  ushered 
into  Baber's  presence,  his  servant  having  been 
amply  bribed  with  pieces  of  gold. 

The  lady,  for  such  she  was,  salaamed  and 
seated  herself  not  far  from  Baber,  and  commen- 
ced the  conversation  as  follows : — u  At  Delhi 
I  met  the  old  negro,  a  truly  worthy  friend  of 
your  Honour ;  he  told  me  of  your  being  here. 
The  question  which  I  wish  to  ask  is  this. 
If  the  English  rule  were  to  become  weak  and 
the  throne  of  the  Great  Mogul  were  raised  in 
importance,  would  your  Honour  aid  in  establish- 
ing it  firmly  as  it  stood  in  days  of  yore?" 
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Baber  replied  promptly: — UI  am  now  a 
subject  of  the  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh;  what- 
ever the  future  may  bring"  with  it  of  good  or 
evil,  I  shall  not  shrink  from  my  duty." 

The  lady  gave  a  look  of  scorn  at  Baber, 
and  replied : — "  A  Prince  of  the  Royal  House 
of  Delhi  stoops  so  low,  does  he,  as  to  kiss 
the  feet  of  a  Dogra  Chief? " 

She  then  rose,  and  as  she  was  leaving  the 
room  she  turned  her  head,  and  casting  her 
eyes  on  Baber,  said: — "If  you  change  your 
mind,  write  to  Princess  Safia,  Medina.  Fare- 
well!" 

The  Princess  had  not  quitted  Baber  more 
than  ten  minutes  before  a  special  messenger 
arrived  from  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh,  requesting 
his  immediate  presence  at  his  Palace. 

As  Baber  entered  the  audience-chamber 
he  found  the  Maharaja  seated. 

After  a  few  words,  the  Maharaja  gave  the 
following  command  to  Baber : — u  You  have 
just  had  a  visitor,  pray  repeat  your  conversa- 
tion with  her." 

Baber  did  so,  word  for  word  without  any 
hesitation. 

For    a    moment    or    so    Gulab    Singh    was 
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silent,  he  then  spoke.  u  Your  Honour  is  wise 
to  follow  my  destiny,  and  not  to  risk  your- 
self in  the  toils  of  an  emissary  from  Medina. 
Always  remain  faithful  to  my  dynasty,  when 
my  ashes  float  down  the  waters  of  the  sacred 
Ganges.  Farewell — and  accept  this  ring  as 
from  a  friend;  its  motto  is — Heaven's  light 
our  Guide." 

The  first  Sikh  war  had  now  ended  and 
perfect  peace  and  quietness  reigned  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Punjab, — shorn 
it  is  true  of  some  of  its  provinces,  and  stripped, 
as  a  bride  might  be,  having  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  captors,  of  the  emerald  jewel  of 
Cashmeer,  set  in  sparkling  diamonds,  and  the 
Jullunder  Doab.  But  Maharaja  Gulab  Singh 
was  too  astute  a  politician  and  too  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  leading  men  of  the  Punjab 
Durbar  and  the  temper  of  the  Sikh  soldiery, 
not  to  be  well  aware  that  before  very  long 
the  Punjab  would  again  be  convulsed  and  that 
the  English  would  have  a  hard  task  before 
them  to  put  a  final  end  to  the  rebellion. 

Now  and  then  Nurudeen  wrote  to  Baber  in 
the  same  strain: — "  Be  faithful  to  the  Maharaja, 
let  no  one  cajole  you!" — UI  have  a  message 
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to  you  from  her  Highness  Mungela,  who 
sends  her  respectful  compliments,  and  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  said :  c  My  heart  will  never 
lose  the  wound  it  received  on  the  bloody 
battle-field  of  Sobraon ! '  " 

Mogul  Beg  was  introduced  to  the  Maharaja 
by  Baber,  and  was  employed  on  several  public 
works,  but  he  never  received  the  smallest 
coin  in  excess  of  what  he  could  justly  claim. 
However,  one  day  Gulab  Singh  said  to  Mogul 
Beg: — "I  may  some  time  wish  to  borrow 
money  from  you:  how  much  could  you  lend 
me  at  a  moment's  notice?" 

UI  could  lend  your  Highness  ten  thousand 
Company's  rupees,  they  are  ready  at  this 
moment." 

The  Maharaja  sent  a  confidential  man  with 
Mogul  Beg,  who  examined  the  bags  of  rupees 
with  great  care,  and  bidding  Mogul  Beg  fare- 
well, said: — uYou  will  rise  in  favour;  the  Ma- 
haraja does  not  actually  require  your  money, 
but  wished  to  test  your  fidelity  and  truth- 
fulness." 

Baber  was  prosperous  as  a  merchant;  he 
was  careful  in  all  his  own  ventures  and  those 
of  his  patron,  Busti  Bam.  Nurudeen  once  men- 
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tioned  the  Princess  Safia  to  Baber  with  these 
words: — "  Beware  of  her!  The  King  of  Delhi, 
either  in  his  own  person  or  in  that  of  his 
heir,  may  doubtless  some  day  give  trouble  to 
the  English.  There  will  be  the  flicker  of  an 
exhausted  oil  lamp,  a  flame,  and  then  all  will 
be  still,  the  Palace  emptied  and  the  race  of 
Timour  exiled." 

In  due  time  the  two  Sikh  girls  were  well 
married.  Phula  Singh  had  taken  such  a  fancy 
to  them  that  he  came  up  again  to  Cashmeer 
and  presented  his  two  sons  as  bridegrooms, 
they  were  accepted  and  the  two  girls  took 
up  their  residence  at  Amritzir.  Baber  was 
very  liberal  in  providing  suitable  wedding 
presents,  and  placed  all  the  arrangements  in 
the  hands  of  an  Akali  woman  of  rank,  who 
was  connected  with  the  family  of  Phula  Singh 
by  marriage. 

The  Begum  Roshanara  considered  herself 
by  far  superior  in  rank  to  Baber's  other  wives ; 
she,  as  well  as  her  husband  were  of  pure 
Mogul  blood  royal.  She  regarded  her  eldest 
son  with  very  great  pride,  for  he  was  perfect 
in  figure,  handsome,  and  apt  as  well  as  good 
tempered.  Between  her  son  and  the  throne 
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of  Delhi  there  were  about  thirty  claimants 
after  the  death  of  Bahadur  Shah,  but  rebel- 
lion and  poison  in  the  East  soon  clear  off 
Princes  at  the  beck  and  call  of  ambition. 
Roshanara  had  at  her  command  three  women 
servants  who  were  very  clever  in  all  the 
details  of  a  Princess's  toilet. 

The  old  negro  still  lived  in  Delhi  and 
amassed  money;  he  often  spoke  of  a  visit 
to  uMy  dear  home  in  the  Mountains  of  the 
Moon." 

We  must  now  bid  farewell  to  Baber  and 
his  Zenana.  We  could  never  ascertain  the 
exact  number  of  his  children,  boys  and  girls, 
for  servants  always  speak  of  more  boys  than 
there  actually  are,  and  fewer  girls;  but  we 
will  at  a  guess  credit  each  wife  with  five 
children  and  leave  them  to  settle  the  question 
amongst  themselves.  Baber  had  become 
wealthy  and  never  stinted  his  Zenana  as 
regards  funds. 

To  conclude: — uWe  have  launched  our 
vessel  on  the  waves  of  fiction.  Farewell, 
farewell,  farewell!" 

THE   END 
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THE  NAWAB  OF  LALPUT. 


CHAPTER   I. 

THREE   HUNTERS. 

A  RAVEN  cried  "  Char,  ghar!  "  from  the 
minaret  of  a  mosque  hidden  amongst  trees 
and  jungle  grass. 

"Oh,  blessed  raven!"  cried  a  weary  man, 
the  leader  of  a  small  party,  consisting  of  a 
brown  bear,  a  woman  and  two  children,  follow- 
ing a  loaded  donkey ;  "  had  it  not  been  for 
thee  I  had  almost  missed  the  shelter  for  which 
I  am  searching." 

u  Look,  my  wife,  there  is  the  gateway.  Let 
us  all  push  on  before  it  is  dark.  What  a  day 
of  danger  and  toil  we  have  passed  through! 
At  one  time  I  thought  I  should  have  lost  you, 
my  beloved  bear,  the  support  of  myself,  my 
wife  and  children." 

The  gateway  was  reached,  and  the  party 
entered  an  enclosure  which  was  surrounded 
by  deserted  buildings  and  a  mosque,  from 
the  minaret  of  which  the  raven  flew  off  and 
disappeared. 
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"Here,  my  Pearl,  we  will  pitch  our  tent 
for  the  night  in  this  building;  gather  grass 
and  wood,  and  light  a  fire.  The  bear  Mogul 
will  sleep  and  rest  here.  My  children,  help 
your  mother  to  bake  our  bread ;  and  if  you 
have  a  morsel  of  anything  ready,  give  it  to 
Mogul,  for  he  is  hungry  and  weary." 

But  the  owner  of  the  bear  was  not  destined 
to  occupy  the  serai  alone,  for  men  were  heard 
talking  and  coming  on  towards  it.  Three 
men  passed  under  the  gateway ;  all  well  armed, 
and  one  carried  a  black  buck  on  his  back. 
The  bear  sniffed  the  welcome  prospect  of 
food,  and  growled. 

u Halloa!  there  are  guests  in  the  serai. 
How  brightly  the  fire  burns,  and  what  have 
we  here?" 

uYour  slave,"  cried  the  bear-man,  "with 
his  bear  Mogul,  a  \vife  and  two  children. 
Can  my  wife  cook  any  bread  for  your  honours  ? 
And  shall  I  help  to  dress  the  buck  for  your 
repast?" 

"  Yes,  yes ;  we  are  weary,  and  have  passed 
a  fearful  day  in  and  outside  Delhi,  but  have 
escaped  safe  and  sound." 

"And,"  said  a  voice  of  a  fresh  visitor,  the 
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guardian  of  the  mosque,  "  like  good  Mahom- 
etans you  will  all  join  in  evening  prayer,  and 
thank  the  prophet  for  his  intercession  on 
your  behalf.  I  will  light  my  lamps  in  the 
mosque,  and  order  the  Muezzin  to  call  all  to 
prayer." 

The  lamps  were  lighted,  and  before  many 
minutes  had  elapsed,  the  clear,  loud  voice  of 
the  Muezzin  resounded  from  the  minaret  and 
cupola  of  the  mosque,  and  through  the  build- 
ings of  the  serai,  crying:  "Great  is  Allah! 
Great  is  Allah!  I  bear  witness  that  there  is 
no  God  but  Allah.  I  bear  witness  that  Ma- 
homet is  the  Prophet  of  Allah!  Come  unto 
prayer !  Come  unto  happiness  !  Great  is  Allah ! 
Great  is  Allah!  There  is  no  God  but  Allah!  " 

Then  the  minaret  was  again  empty. 

When  the  service  was  concluded,  the  three 
hunters  invited  the  keeper  of  the  mosque  to 
dine  with  them. 

u  We  have  venison  by  good  fortune  to-night, 
but  we  nearly  finished  our  careers  in  Delhi 
to-day,  amidst  its  plunder  and  bloodshed.  So 
we  may  well  be  thankful." 

"My  friends,"  said  the  guardian  of  the 
mosque,  u  I  accept  your  invitation  with  thanks. 
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News  had  reached  me  of  disturbances  in 
Delhi,  and  I  was  on  the  look-out,  but  did 
not  expect  visitors  here.  This  serai  has  been 
deserted  for  more  than  twenty  years,  but  I 
hold  rent  free  land  l  wakf"  to  perform  service, 
and  never  missed  a  day  since  I  came  into 
possession." 

The  treatment  of  the  bear  was  so  liberal 
on  the  strength  of  the  advent  of  the  black 
buck,  that  he  feasted  to  his  heart's  content 
and  then  fell  asleep,  whilst  the  dinner  party 
went  off  admirably.  Pearl  was  an  adept  at 
cooking.  The  bear-man  had  abducted  her 
from  a  cook-shop  in  Delhi — where  she  was 
noted  for  her  savoury  dishes — and  married 
her  before  a  Cazee  in  due  legal  Mahometan 
form.  The  bear-man  was  complimented  on 
his  tact  in  having  secured  such  a  useful  wife. 

But  the  repast  being  ended,  more  weighty 
matters  were  discussed. 

One  of  the  hunters  remarked:  u Disorder 
is  abroad,  jails  have  poured  forth  their  con- 
victs by  hundreds;  so  we  must  set  a  watch 
for  the  night  at  the  gateway." 

"I  will  send  for  a  couple  of  men,"  said  the 
owner  of  the  mosque,  u  and  will  myself  remain 
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here  for  the  night;  at  daybreak  we  will  talk 
over  our  plans,  for  the  changes  in  Delhi  are 
so  sudden  only  the  best  of  prophets  could 
foreshadow  them." 

All  slept,  but  awoke  when  the  morning  gun 
from  a  bastion  of  the  Palace  of  Delhi  announced 
the  approach  of  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun.  Then 
the  call  to  prayer  resounded  clear  and  loud 
from  the  minaret  of  the  mosque. 

"Come  unto  prayer.  Prayer  is  better  than 
sleep." 

All  was  bustle  and  readiness,  and  the  work 
of  the  day  commenced  in  earnest.  The  night 
had  passed  in  perfect  safety,  but  what  news 
would  the  day  bring  forth  ?  It  was  soon  collected. 

The  master  of  the  mosque  sent  out  a  mes- 
senger, who  returned  in  about  an  hour,  saying : 
"  The  King  of  Delhi  is  in  his  palace,  surrounded 
by  mutinous  soldiers,  who  say  he  is  now  King 
of  Hindostan ;  the  English  have  left  the  city, 
but  all  say  the  foreigners  will  return  before 
long  with  their  white-faced  soldiers.  I  did  not 
meet  any  plundering  parties,  for  the  present 
all  is  quiet  outside  the  city  of  Delhi." 

This  report  of  the  messenger  reassured  the 
hunters. 

15 
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"  We  will  go  forth,"  said  they,  uand  search 
for  game  along  the  banks  of  the  Jumna." 

"  Go,  and  may  success  attend  you,"  replied 
the  owner  of  the  mosque. 

The  three  hunters  sallied  forth,  and  passed 
the  mosque,  on  the  steps  of  which  the  Emperor 
Humayun  (the  father  of  the  illustrious  Acbar) 
slipped  and  was  killed.  His  father,  Baber, 
founded  the  Mogul  dynasty,  and  it  ended  in 
Bahadur  Shah,  the  puppet  king  of  1857,  who, 
however,  for  a  time  set  Hindostan  on  fire. 

u  There,"  said  Alexander,  "  is  the  Tomb  of 
Humayun;  what  a  noble  building  it  is." 

It  was  not  far  from  the  mosque  of  such  ill 
omen,  at  the  Tomb  of  Humayun,  that  the  last 
of  the  Mogul  Emperors  parted  with  what  all 
hold  most  dear — his  liberty. 

On  leaving  the  mosque  and  tomb,  the 
hunters  dived  into  the  jungle  and  were  lost 
to  sight. 

The  bear-man,  after  the  departure  of  the 
three  hunters,  went  to  the  load  which  was 
usually  borne  by  the  donkey,  and  took  out  a 
small  bundle,  which  was  carefully  secured  from 
injury  by  a  wax-cloth  cover,  and  beckoned  to 
his  wife. 
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uSit  down  here,  you  Pearl  of  a  woman. 
The  dinner  you  prepared  last  night  gave  the 
greatest  satisfaction ;  thanks,  a  thousand  thanks 
to  your  skill."  Unfastening  the  bundle,  the 
speaker  produced  a  small  gold  nose-ring,  and 
continued :  "  Wear  this  small  gift,  and  this,  it 
is  a  Benares  scarf,  purple,  embroidered  with 
gold ;  here,  also,  is  a  pair  of  trousers  of  fine 
crimson  silk,  and  a  muslin  bodice." 

Pearl  was  fairly  bewitched  with  delight  at 
the  gifts  of  her  husband.  She  poured  forth 
her  thanks  in  the  most  appropriate  language, 
and  thus  proved  that,  though  unable  to  read 
and  write,  she  knew  a  woman's  strength  lay 
in  the  proper  use  of  a  pliant  tongue. 

She  called  to  her  children,  and  as  soon  as 
they  saw  her  arrayed  in  all  her  glory,  they 
fell  at  her  feet,  kissed  them,  and  called  her 
"  a  princess,"  besides  a  string  of  epithets  which 
would  have  smothered  any  English  mother, 

The  bear-man  now  produced  a  pair  of  gold 
embroidered  shoes  from  a  bag  he  held  in  his 
hand,  to  complete  his  wife's  toilet,  and  said : 
uNow  to  work,  to  work!  We  shall  have  to 
prepare  for  a  dinner  to-night;  we  wish  all 
luck  to  the  hunters." 
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The  three  hunters  continued  to  push  their 
way  through  a  dense  jungle,  their  faces  were 
towards  the  river  Jumna ;  they  were  in  single 
file,  and  a  boy  brought  up  the  rear,  holding 
a  couple  of  hawks  in  true  falconing  fashion. 
The  boy  was  styled  a  slave.  He  was  one  of 
those  waifs  and  strays  of  Indian  society  which 
famine,  cholera,  and  imprudent  marriages 
grafted  on  polygamy  cast  about  like  shuttle- 
cocks; still  they  exist,  food  being  cheap  and 
clothing  almost  nil. 

Alexander  and  his  friends  did  not  speak 
much,  except  calling  out  now  and  then :  u  To 
the  right,  to  the  left,  mind  the  swampy  ground, 
do  not  fall  into  the  pit  scooped  out  by  the 
rains!" 

At  length  the  leading  hunter  cried  out: 
u  Take  care  you  do  not  go  too  near  the  edge 
of  the  jungle  and  fall  into  the  water." 

All  was  still  on  the  waters  of  the  Jumna, 
but  a  boat  could  be  seen  about  a  mile  dis- 
tant, and  to  it  the  hunters  bent  their  steps. 

A  man  came  from  the  boat  and  welcomed 
them.  He  was  very  dark,  nearly  black,  and 
he  was  almost  without  clothing. 

The  hunters  asked:  uWhat  news?" 
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t;Poor  news  for  me,  I  fear.  There  was  a 
disturbance  in  Delhi  yesterday,  so  my  fish 
would  not  sell — as  fine  fish  as  ever  were  seen, 
and  of  the  best  kind  found  in  the  Jumna. 
But  I  shall  be  off  down  stream  with  the  first 
shower  of  the  Monsoon ;  I  expect  it  will  break 
on  us  before  many  watches  have  passed." 

"  And  have  you  no  one  to  help  you  in  your 
work?"  asked  one  of  the  hunters. 

uMy  assistants  are  in  the  boat,"  said  the 
fisherman,  and  he  gave  a  call. 

Four  otters  jumped  out  of  the  boat  and 
ran  towards  the  fisherman. 

u There  are  my  assistants;  my  wife  and 
children  also  help  a  little  in  my  fishing." 

The  hunters  were  amused,  and  inquired: 
"How  far  do  you  travel  on  the  Jumna?" 

"I  travel  by  water  everywhere — on  the 
Jumna,  on  the  waters  of  the  sacred  Ganges 
as  far  as  Calcutta,  and  then  on  waters  which 
flow  I  know  not  where.  I  pay  no  taxes,  no 
one  molests  me ;  my  ancestors  have  passed 
the  same  style  of  life  for  generations  upon 
generations.  We  live,  we  die,  and  then  the 
waters,  perhaps  of  the  sacred  Ganges,  carry 
our  bodies  to  the  black  ocean." 
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"  Farewell,  my  friend !  May  fortune  favour 
you  in  your  wanderings:  we  must  hunt  for 
our  dinners." 

uPray  accept  a  fish  from  your  slave." 

The  otters  sprang  into  the  water  at  a 
signal,  there  was  splashing  and  tugging,  and 
a  fine  fish  was  the  result. 

u Thanks,  thanks!  We  shall  fare  well  to- 
night even  if  we  do  not  secure  a  black 
buck." 

The  three  hunters  passed  on.  When  at  a 
distance  they  turned  round  and  saw  the 
fisherman  for  the  last  time,  he  prostrated 
himself  on  the  ground,  and  pointed,  on  rising, 
to  a  cloud  on  the  horizon,  towards  the  South- 
West. 

A  peacock  from  the  jungle  scented  coming 
rain,  screamed  and  "  danced  with  delight." 
After  walking  about  a  mile  the  hunters  took 
one  more  look  back,  the  boat  was  then  a 
mere  speck  on  the  stream  of  the  Jumna. 

The  fisherman  had  started. 

UA  roving  life,"  said  one  of  the  hunters 
called  Alexander.  "/  like  the  land,  not  the 
water.  There,  there,  boy!  Let  loose  your 
hawks.  Quick!  quick!" 
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Two  fine  black  partridges  were  secured. 

uWell  done,  well  done!  Hawks  on  land, 
otters  on  water;  that's  my  idea  of  freedom, 
whoever  rules  the  land.  Go  where  you  like, 
do  what  you  like,  free  as  air!" 

The  country  through  which  the  three  hun- 
ters, Alexander,  Joseph  and  Jacob,  were  pass- 
ing was  more  open  than  that  closer  to  the 
river  Jumna,  and  cultivated  in  patches  of 
wheat.  Large  tracts  of  ground  were  covered 
with  tall  dry  grass,  which  the  husbandman 
had  not  as  yet  attacked,  so  there  was  cover 
for  game  of  all  kinds.  The  hunters  talked 
but  little,  making  a  few  remarks  as  some 
birds  flew  away  singly  or  in  flights.  There 
were  numbers  of  green  parrots,  in  shooting 
which  the  British  soldier  takes  such  delight. 

All  of  a  sudden  the  boy  called  out:  uBe 
on  your  guard! " 

Almost  before  the  words  were  out  of  his 
mouth,  a  monster  tiger  sprang  out  of  a  thicket 
of  grass  and  bounded  towards  Alexander. 
The  hunter  stood  as  steady  as  a  rock,  and 
fired. 

The  tiger  fell  dead  at  his  feet. 

" Another  tiger!"    cried  the  boy,  dropping 
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the  fish  which  he  carried,  and  rushing  up  to 
Joseph  with  his  sword  drawn.  Joseph  fired, 
but  only  wounded  the  tiger,  which  gave 
a  fearful  roar;  Jacob  and  the  boy  finished 
the  career  of  the  tiger  with  their  swords. 
Joseph  had  had  a  narrow  escape  of  his  life. 

A  husbandman  who  owned  the  fields  over 
which  the  hunters  were  passing,  hearing  the 
shots,  ran  up,  and  seeing  the  two  tigers  lying 
dead  on  the  ground,  cried  out :  u  Thanks,  my 
friends;  our  village  has  lost  several  men, 
women  and  children  lately,  and  many  bullocks. 
The  robber  tigers  will  trouble  us  no  more. 
I  will  have  the  tigers  carried  to  your  dwelling." 

"And  take  care  that  claws  and  whiskers 
are  not  removed  for  charms,"  said  Alexander. 

The  boy  was  praised  for  his  quick  eyesight 
and  promptness  in  calling  ont. 

"  I  could  see  the  tiger's  eyes  sparkling  like 
diamonds  through  the  grass,"  he  remarked. 

A  black  buck  fell  to  Jacob's  share,  and 
several  partridges  were  secured  by  hawks. 

There  was  great  rejoicing  at  the  serai  on 
the  arrival  of  the  shooting  party.  Pearl  and 
the  bear-man  fell  heartily  to  work  as  cooks. 
The  bear  was  fearfully  excited  until  he  ascer- 
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tained  that  the  tigers  were  dead,  he  then  re- 
gained his  usual  composure,  if  not  his  courage. 
The  day  ended,  a  watch  was  set,  and  all 
slumbered.  The  hunters  did  not  require  a 
cradle  to  rock  them  to  sleep  after  their  day's 
sport. 

Next  morning  a  dresser  of  skins  was  sum- 
moned. He  was  loud  in  his  praises  of  the 
two  tigers.  uHe  had  never  seen  such  beauties 
in  his  life  before." 

We  will  leave  him  to  his  avocations,  and 
make  a  few  remarks  about  the  bear.  He 
improved  greatly  in  health  and  appearance , 
his  coat  was  always  well  brushed  by  the 
children,  and  his  hind  legs  were  saved  from 
incipient  paralysis,  not  being  forced  to  stand 
on  them  and  wrestle  every  day  with  his 
master,  whose  body  had  been  protected  against 
his  claws  by  a  leathern  waistcoat. 

The  serai  where  these  events  were  taking 
place  was  about  ten  miles  South  of  the  City 
of  Delhi,  and  fifteen  miles  further  on  towards 
the  South  was  the  small  town  of  Lalput, 
where  the  homes  of  the  three  hunters  were 
constructively — for  their  wives  resided  there 
with  their  parents.  Up  to  the  present  time 
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the  hunters  could  not  boast  of  even  a  mud 
hut,  they  were  always  wandering  about  hunting. 

There  was  a  Chief  of  Lalput,  a  Pathan, 
whose  family  owed  its  rise  to  the  days  of 
Lord  Lake  and  the  timid  English  policy  then 
in  favour.  The  Governor-General  gave  away 
valuable  estates  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Delhi 
to  men  whose  descendants  were  hanged  as 
traitors  after  the  events  of  1857. 

It  was  an  hour  after  daybreak.  The  Nawab 
sat  in  a  room  built  on  the  flat  roof  of  his 
palace;  it  had  doors  which  opened  towards 
the  North,  East  and  West.  The  room  was 
furnished  with  a  divan,  covered  with  crimson 
cloth;  the  Nawab  wore  a  suit  of  pure  white, 
which  contrasted  well  with  his  dark  black 
beard  and  brown  eyes.  The  Chief  of  Lalput 
was  loyal  and  staunch,  though  effeminate. 
Having  heard  of  the  rebellion  in  Delhi,  and 
the  disorders  and  murders  which  had  taken 
place,  he  sent  for  his  minister,  and  ordered 
him  to  write  to  the  three  hunters,  a  few  days 
after  the  tanner  had  finished  his  work  on  the 
tiger  skins. 

"Come  to  my  fort  as  quickly  as  you 
can.  I  am  enlisting  men  for  my  protection; 
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delay  not  a  moment  after  the  receipt  of  this 
letter." 

A  captain  of  horse  was  summoned. 

uTake  three  horsemen  with  you,  and  de- 
liver this  order.  You  will  find  the  hunters 
at  the  serai,  about  two  miles  from  the  spot 
where  my  ancestors  are  deposited,"  said  the 
Nawab. 

uAnd  if,  my  lord,  we  should  meet  any  of 
the  King's  people  abroad?"  asked  the  captain 
of  horse. 

"If  equal  in  number  or  somewhat  more 
than  your  party,  fight;  they  will  have  traitor 
hearts.  If  the  King's  party  be  far  too  power- 
ful, trust  to  the  persuasiveness  of  your  tongue, 
or  to  the  fleetness  of  your  horses." 

"Obeyed,  my  lord." 

A  cloud  of  dust  marked  the  path  of  the 
captain  and  his  three  horsemen  across  the 
hot,  burning  plain  to  the  North. 

Before  an  hour  was  over  the  Chief  saw 
parties  of  men  coming  over  the  plain  on 
which  he  was  gazing.  They  were  recruits 
he  had  summoned,  much  to  the  disgust  of 
the  Sepoy  soldiers  in  his  pay,  who  were  just 
about  to  mutiny,  murder  the  Chief,  plunder 
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everyone,  and  be  off  to  Delhi.  In  another 
hour  the  Sepoys  and  their  commander,  Ram 
Lai,  were  disarmed,  stripped  of  their  uniforms, 
and  turned  out  of  the  fort,  vowing  future 
vengeance,  but  not  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
by  the  Nawab.  About  twenty  of  the  recruits, 
who  numbered  about  three  hundred  men, 
were  men  of  the  tribe  to  which  the  hunters 
belonged.  This  is  one  of  the  great  dangers 
in  India — so  many  men  are  always  so  ready 
for  military  service. 

The  captain  met  with  no  adventure  on  the 
road,  and  the  hunters  lost  not  a  moment  in 
obeying  the  summons.  They  bid  farewell  to 
the  owner  of  the  mosque,  the  bear-man,  his 
wife  and  children. 

"  Remain  here  for  the  present,"  said  Alex- 
ander ;  I  will  send  a  message  in  two  or  three 
days." 

On  passing  the  burial-ground  of  the  ancestors 
of  the  Chief  of  Lalput,  due  respect  was  paid 
to  the  memory  of  the  departed.  A  present 
was  given  to  the  Mahometan  in  charge  of 
the  enclosure,  which  was  protected  by  a  wall 
of  beautifully  perforated  white  marble,  the 
work  of  some  unusually  skilled  cunning  work- 
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man.  Skill  was  required,  a  former  Emperor 
of  Delhi  being  buried  in  the  enclosure. 

"  Before  this  rebellion  is  ended,"  said  the 
captain,  "you  will  have  to  prepare  many 
graves." 

uBut  not  one  for  the  Emperor  of  Delhi, 
Bahadur  Shah,  if  his  horoscope  has  been  told 
me  correctly  by  a  pious  Brahmin  who  lives 
near  me.  However,  as  a  good  Mahometan, 
I  ought  not  to  pay  attention  to  the  words  of 
an  idolatrous  Hindoo." 


CHAPTER   II. 

THE   QUAIL. 

WHEN  the  hunters  had  departed,  the  bear- 
man  sat  down  very  disconsolate  in  the  recess 
of  the  gateway ;  fearing  a  loss  of  income  for 
his  daily  wants. 

But  his  wife  came  to  the  rescue,  saying: 
"  My  lord,  cheer  up !  I  am  quite  certain  that 
good  luck  will  wait  upon  us.  The  tanner 
told  me  he  had  divined  from  a  whisker  of 
the  largest  tiger  that  you  and  I  before  long 
will  not  be  far  from  the  Throne  of  Delhi." 

Just  at  that  moment  the  owner  of  the  mosque 
came  up  to  the  bear-man,  and  said:  "My 
friend,  remain  here  for  the  present.  Open 
out  a  small  business  in  this  serai;  your  wife 
is  a  most  capable  and  active  woman,  and 
travellers  will  spread  her  fame  far  and  wide. 
There  will  soon  be  a  flitting  of  people  who 
are  respectable  from  the  city  of  Delhi/' 

The  mosque  keeper  had  hardly  spoken 
before  a  large  bullock  carriage,  covered  with 
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red  cloth,  and  drawn  by  two  fine  Nagore 
bullocks,  was  seen  approaching  at  a  rapid 
pace.  A  man  who  drove  the  bullocks  called 
out :  u  My  friend,  my  mistress  will  lodge  here. 
What  evil  times  have  fallen  upon  us  all,  when 
the  wife  of  a  Secretary  to  the  Great  East 
India  Company  is  driven  from  her  home  in 
Delhi  like  a  hunted  hare.  Make  all  ready. 
Haste!  haste!" 

"My  lady,"  said  the  wife  of  the  bear-man 
to  one  concealed  behind  the  curtains  of  the 
bullock  carriage,  "welcome,  most  welcome !" 

"  Help  me  out  of  the  carriage ;  I  am  so 
stiff  I  can  hardly  stand,"  said  the  lady  inside 
the  carriage. 

Just  as  the  lady  was  being  handed  out, 
another  party  arrived,  covered  with  dust  and 
very  dilapidated — a  man,  a  goat,  three  monkeys 
in  uniform,  a  woman  and  three  children,  also 
a  donkey. 

Pearl  called  out  on  seeing  the  woman  with 
the  monkeys :  u  Welcome,  my  sister,  welcome  ! 
How  tired  you  seem.  I  will  wait  upon  you 
in  a  few  seconds,  when  I  have  handed  this 
lady  from  her  carriage." 

The  lady  descended,  and  fell  into  the  arms 
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of  an  old  friend !  She  had  known  Pearl  years 
ago,  before  she  had  been  elevated  to  be  the 
wife,  according  to  Mahometan  custom,  of  a 
Secretary  to  the  Government  of  the  East 
India  Company.  The  Secretary  was  now  dead, 
but  he  had  made  ample  provision  for  his 
quasi  wife,  according  to  English  law,  in  the 
shape  of  a  pension  of  £120  a  year. 

The  wives  of  the  bear-man  and  goat-man 
were  charmed  to  meet  a  former  friend,  whose 
beauty  had  elevated  her  and  amply  provided 
for  all  her  wants. 

What  a  happy  party  there  was  that  night 
in  the  serai.  The  bear-man,  goat-man  and 
driver  told  their  anecdotes  and  adventures, 
some,  perhaps,  not  quite  true,  and  the  night 
closed  with  a  bottle  of  wine  drunk  in  secret. 
The  women  were  as  happy  as  three  women 
could  possibly  be.  Pearl  put  on  her  best 
dress,  the  gift  of  the  bear- man,  and  all  joked 
and  laughed  to  their  heart's  content. 

The  bear  looked  complacently  on  the  goat 
and  three  monkeys,  and  then  went  to  sleep. 

It  was  settled  next  morning  that  the  widow 
of  the  Secretary  should  reside  at  the  serai 
until  matters  at  Delhi  were  more  settled ;  she 
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had  brought  money  with  her,  so  her  servant, 
bullocks  and  herself  were  well  cared  for. 

When  it  was  announced  to  the  Nawab  that 
his  captain  of  horse  had  arrived  at  his  palace 
with  the  three  hunters  he  was  much  gratified. 
It  proved  to  him  that  his  authority  was  still 
recognised,  and  that  his  having  remained 
loyal  to  the  English  was  approved  of  by 
some. 

The  Chief  ordered  the  three  hunters  into 
his  presence,  and  praised  them  for  their 
promptness  in  obeying  his  commands.  uYou 
will  each  of  you  receive  a  gratuity,  a  suit  of 
clothes,  bangles  of  silver  for  your  wives,  and 
suitable  clothes  for  them  also.  To-morrow  I 
will  give  you  your  orders." 

The  Nawab  then  sat  down  and  ordered 
his  pipe.  His  thoughts  were  not  over  pleas- 
ing ;  a  difficult  prospect  was  spread  out  before 
him.  If  he  did  not  join  the  party  of  the 
King  of  Delhi  he  felt  sure  of  being  attacked ; 
and  if  a  large  force  was  brought  against  him, 
what  could  he  rely  on  to  effectually  resist  it  ? 
Then  his  imagination  pictured  to  himself  a 
burning  palace  and  a  violated  zenana,  women 
stripped  of  their  jewels,  screaming  and  run- 
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ning  here  and  there  for  protection  where 
none  could  be  given.  These  nervous  visions 
almost  drove  the  Nawab  mad,  so  he  sum- 
moned his  Brahmin  minister,  a  young,  able, 
handsome  man. 

The  Brahmin  knew  from  the  face  of  his 
master  that  he  was  perplexed  and  nervous. 
He  therefore  paid  his  respects,  and  spoke 
thus :  "  My  lord,  I  congratulate  you  on  having 
chosen  the  winning  side — that  of  the  English — 
true  to  the  antecedents  of  your  family.  We, 
your  humble  servants,  will  serve  you  to  the 
last  breath  in  our  bodies;  we  shall  conquer 
in  the  end,  whatever  dangers  we  may  have 
to  encounter." 

The  effect  of  these  words  passed  through 
the  Nawab's  body  like  an  electric  shock, 
giving  resolution  and  strength  to  mind  and 
body. 

u Thanks,  Pundit;  we  must  not  allow  our 
thoughts  to  fix  themselves  on  imaginary  evils. 
When  will  the  English  commence  the  siege 
of  the  City  of  Delhi,  and  give  confidence  to 
Hindostan?" 

u  Our  spies  will  inform  us,"  said  the  Pundit, 
and  took  his  leave. 
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As  the  Pundit  left  the  apartments  of  the 
Nawab  he  thought:  utiow  foolish  it  is  of 
these  rich  Mahometans  to  encumber  them- 
selves with  so  many  women  !  My  Chief  must 
have  about  two  hundred  clustered  like  bees 
around  him,  counting  high-born  and  low-born 
women,  female  slave-girls  and  women-servants. 
These  women  are  a  millstone  round  the  Chief's 
neck.  He  cannot  leave  this,  mount  his  horse, 
and  join  the  English  camp  with  his  retainers, 
for  he  has  not  a  sufficient  force  to  leave  be- 
hind and  defend  his  fort,  palace  and  town. 
However,  I  must  speak  to  the  Nawab's  mother 
privately — a  true,  bold  Pathani  lady — and  tell 
her  she  must  encourage  everyone  to  speak 
words  of  energy  and  comfort  to  the  Nawab. 
And  in  all  this  perplexity  I  wonder  how  things 
are  progressing  at  my  home  in  Benares,  a 
city  of  twenty-five  thousand  Brahmins,  two 
thousand  temples,  and  innumerable  smaller 
shrines.  If  it  were  lost  and  given  up  to 
plunder,  what  would  happen  to  my  wife? 
But  courage  is  the  word  that  must  always 
be  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue !  The  poor  Hindoo 
must  keep  the  pluck  of  the  Mahometan  alive, 
like  a  brightly  burning  lamp." 
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So  the  Pundit  sought  out  and  obtained  an  inter- 
view with  the  Nawab's  mother,  who  sat  behind 
a  curtain.  The  Pundit  explained  his  wishes  to 
the  Begum,  who  readily  apprehended  them. 

"You  wish  all  the  women  of  the  zenana 
to  speak  words  of  confidence  to  the  Nawab, 
and  to  signify  their  approval  of  his  having 
sided  with  the  English.  Are  you  certain  that 
the  English  will  be  the  conquerors?" 

"Yes;  their  big  ships  of  war,  full  of  armed 
men,  are  already  on  the  way.  Half  of  Hindo- 
stan — say  all  that  is  surrounded  by  the  sea — 
is  already  safe.  The  siege  of  Delhi  is  but 
a  gnat's  bite  to  the  Great  Empire  of  Eng- 
land! See,  here  is  a  map  of  the  English 
possessions.  I  will  push  it  under  the  curtain 
for  your  Highness  to  look  at ,  the  red  belongs 
to  England." 

The  Nawab's  mother  replied:  "May  the 
whole  world  be  red.  The  English  rule  is 
good  for  rich  and  poor." 

When  the  Nawab  entered  his  zenana  about 
two  hours  later,  his  women  crowded  around 
him,  led  by  his  mother,  and  praised  him  as 
never  yet  was  man  flattered.  The  vocabul- 
ary of  adulation  was  fairly  exhausted. 
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He  was  u  the  Roostum,  the  Alexander  of  his 
poor  slaves,  the  victorious  elephant  who  would 
drive  off  his  rival,  the  buffalo  of  size  and 
prowess,  the  fighting  ram,  the  partridge,  the 
quail." 

The  Nawab  was  quite  elated,  ordered  fresh 
dresses  for  all  his  women,  and  jewels.  There 
was  general  exultation.  But  the  Pundit  knew 
that  the  next  day  must  be  one  of  activity 
and  energy,  so  he  went  to  his  temple  and 
slept,  after  having  well  considered  what  ought 
to  be  done  on  the  coming  morning. 

Next  day  the  Pundit  had  bathed,  said  his 
prayers  in  his  temple,  and  dressed  himself 
in  pure  white  clothes,  when  he  was  hastily 
summoned  by  the  Nawab  to  the  palace. 
u  Come  instantly!"  was  the  order  conveyed 
by  a  running  messenger. 

He  found  the  Nawab  gazing  intently  towards 
the  North. 

uDo  you  see  anything?"  asked  the  Nawab. 

uYes,  your  Highness,  a  mere  speck?  but 
it  is  coming  nearer  and  nearer.  It  is  a  camel, 
and  two  men  are  riding  it." 

uCan  it  be  a  messenger  from  the  English 
camp?" 
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"  I  hope  so,  but  fear  not,  for  one  of  the 
men  holds  in  his  hand  a  silver  stick,  a  mark 
of  office;  he  is  a  messenger  from  the  King 
of  Delhi.  We  must  be  on  our  guard.  I  will 
meet  the  messenger." 

uDo  so,  Pundit." 

The  camel-men  were  challenged  by  the 
sentry  of  the  Nawab  on  duty.  u\Vho  comes 
there?  Pass,  friend,  and  give  the  watchword." 

u  We  do  not  know  the  watchword." 

"  Then,  halt !  But  here  comes  the  Pundit ; 
speak  to  him." 

uWe  have  a  letter  for  the  Nawab  of  Lai- 
put,  and  would  give  it  to  his  Highness  in 
person,"  said  Silver  Stick. 

Helping  Silver  Stick  to  dismount,  the  Pun- 
dit gave  orders  that  the  camel-man  should 
be  well  looked  after. 

u  Give  the  camel  a  full  allowance  of  ghee 
(clarified  butter)." 

uYour  Highness  has  ridden  fast,"  said  the 
Pundit,  addressing  Silver  Stick. 

"Yes,  Maharaj ;  affairs  of  State  require 
speed  and  a  faithful  messenger." 

Silver  Stick  was  now  led  by  the  Pundit 
into  the  presence  of  the  Nawab,  and  took 
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out  a  royal  letter  from  a  bag  which  he  held 
in  his  hand.  It  had  an  enormous  seal  fast- 
ened to  it  with  small  cords  of  gold  thread, 
a  white  muslin  case  and  an  envelope  of  cloth 
of  gold.  Presenting  the  letter,  the  messenger 
said:  u  The  Emperor  of  Delhi  has  commanded 
your  slave  to  deliver  this  letter  to  your  High- 
ness in  person."  Then,  backing  a  few  paces, 
he  stood  in  an  attitude  of  most  profound  re- 
spect, motionless  as  a  statue. 

The  Nawab  received  the  letter  with  all 
the  grace,  courtesy  and  respect  of  which  an 
Oriental  is  at  all  times  a  perfect  master,  and 
gave  it  to  the  Pundit,  who,  opening  the  sew- 
ing of  the  cloth  of  gold  covering  with  a  knife, 
drew  forth  a  letter  written  on  glossy  paper, 
which  was  sprinkled  over  with  gold  dust  and 
decked  out  with  gold  leaf  in  patches. 

The  letter  was  unfolded  by  the  Pundit  with 
court  etiquette,  and  read,  after  compliments : 

uWhen  your  Highness  has  read  this 
letter,  which  is  forwarded  by  a  trusty  servant 
to  prevent  delay,  you  will  at  once  join  our 
court  with  all  your  followers.  In  this  fail  not. 
—FiNis." 
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The  Nawab  then  directed  the  Pundit  to 
take  the  messenger  with  him.  u  See  that 
every  attention  is  paid  to  him;  let  nothing 
be  absent  that  may  conduce  to  his  comfort." 

As  the  Pundit  walked  by  the  side  of  Silver 
Stick  he  took  a  good  look  at  him.  Silver 
Stick  was  tall,  fair,  handsome,  with  a  beard 
as  black  as  a  coal,  for  which  an  Osbeg  would 
have  given  hundreds  of  horses,  and  of  which 
a  Persian  would  have  been  justly  proud. 

Having  taken  a  survey  of  Silver  Stick, 
the  Pundit  commenced  his  attack  of  flattery. 

"My  friend,  how  admirably  you  have  been 
trained  to  the  ways  of  a  court.  Such  ease, 
grace,  perfect  posture,  such  command  of 
features,  not  too  many  words,  such  respect- 
ful eyes!" 

uYes,  Pundit;  I  was  brought  up  in  the 
Court  of  Delhi  when  a  mere  boy.  Promises 
there  were  plentiful,  pay  always  in  arrears, 
so  as  to  be  lost  sight  of.  I  then  served  the 
English  in  the  Police,  Customs  and  Irregular 
Cavalry.  I  am  now  in  the  employ  of  the 
Delhi  Court.  But  I  wish  I  could  foretell  which 
will  be  the  winning  side." 

u  Do  you  doubt? "  asked  the  cunning  Pundit. 
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"  Perhaps  I  might  not  have  doubted  had  I 
not  kept  my  eyes  and  ears  open.  In  a  native 
court  one  must  always  be  on  the  alert.  I 
am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  I  listened  to  a 
despatch  which  was  being  read  out  by  one 
of  the  court  officials.  It  ran  thus :  '  The  white- 
faced  soldiers  of  the  English  are  collecting 
fast  in  the  North,  their  faces  are  towards 
the  South.  There  are  guns  in  abundance, 
and  white-faced  soldiers  riding  on  large  neigh- 
ing horses.  All  is  quiet  in  Bombay,  Calcutta, 
and  as  far  as  Benares,  where  the  temples 
echo  night  and  day  with  the  prayers  of  thou 
sands  of  priests :  May  the  English  conquer ! ' 

At  these  last  words  the  heart  of  the  Pundit 
nearly  jumped  out  of  his  mouth,  for  he  thus 
gathered  comfort  from  the  thought  of  the 
safety  of  his  family.  u  Doubtless,"  thought 
he,  amy  wife  is  every  day  present  at  our 
ancestral  temple  with  her  offerings  of  ghee 
and  flowers." 

Silver  Stick  was  comfortably  lodged  in  the 
guest  serai  of  the  Nawab,  and  the  Pundit 
quitted  him  on  being  summoned  by  the  Nawab ; 
but  not  before  Alexander  the  hunter  had  re- 
cognized an  old  friend. 
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"  Welcome,  my  friend !  though  from  your 
wand  of  office  I  see  we  are  now  on  different 
sides.  I  am  a  servant  of  the  Nawab." 

u  And  I,"  said  Silver  Stick  with  great  dig- 
nity, uam  a  messenger  to  your  master  from 
the  King  of  Delhi." 

"  And,"  said  Alexander,  umay  again  change 
sides  before  the  rebellion  is  concluded." 

"  My  friend,  who  can  read  our  destiny ;  we 
will  remain  firm  friends.  At  the  present 
moment  I  am  penniless,  the  suit  I  wear  is 
borrowed,  and  the  pay  I  am  promised  by 
the  Delhi  Court  official  who  engaged  me  may 
never  reach  the  palm  of  possession." 

u  Think  not  of  to-morrow,  the  Nawab  will 
provide  for  all  your  wants.  Let  not  care 
weigh  down  your  spirits.  Here  comes  the 
Writer  to  the  Treasury,  with  his  face  towards 
you." 

uMy  master,  the  Nawab,  has  bid  me  present 
these  offerings  to  your  Highness.  Fifty  rupees, 
a  dress  of  honour,  four  pieces  of  muslin,  one 
of  cloth  of  gold,  a  pair  of  gold  bangles,  and 
a  man  who  is  with  me  has  brought  a  carpet, 
bed  and  bedding." 

The    Pundit    continued:    u Alexander    will 
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carry  out  any  orders  which  you  may  wish 
to  give  until  the  Nawab's  servants  bring 
dinner  and  sherbet.  I  will  now  take  my  leave, 
with  your  permission." 

Silver  Stick  thanked  the  Writer  to  the 
Treasury  for  the  welcome  gifts  from  the  full 
vocabulary  of  a  royal  court. 

As  the  Pundit  was  on  his  way  to.  the 
apartments  of  the  Nawab,  an  old  woman  of 
the  zenana  stopped  him,  saying:  uYou  will 
find  the  Nawab  somewhat  angry  and  out  of 
spirits  in  consequence  of  a  disturbance  which 
has  taken  place  amongst  the  women.  It  came 
about  thus :  The  favourite  wife  of  the  Nawab, 
who  paid  him  the  compliment  of  hoping  he 
might  be  a  conquering  elephant  in  the  coming 
strife,  passed  some  slighting  remark  on  the 
girl  who  had  hoped  that  he  might  be  a 
'conquering  quail,'  saying  ;The  daughter  ot 
some  bird-catcher  doubtless  paid  him  this 
petty  foolish  compliment.'  The  quail-girl, 
who  was  sitting  on  the  ground  at  no  great 
distance,  hearing  this  disparaging  remark, 
sprang  up  and  ran  forward  in  a  furious  passion 
towards  the  Begum,  and  might  have  committed 
a  violent  breach  of  court  etiquette,  had  not 
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women  of  the  zenana  thrown  themselves  in 
the  way  and  restrained  her,  saying :  i  My 
dear,  my  dear;  do  not  forget  that  you  are 
only  a  slave-girl  here.'  The  quail-girl  replied : 
k  Slave-girl  or  not,  when  the  palace  is  attacked 
the  quail  will  not  fly  for  security  behind  the 
ghee-fe&  elephant  of  this  court ! '  and  then 
took  her  seat  as  usual.  The  Nawab's  mother 
coming  into  the  zenana  cooled  all  down  with 
healing  words." 

u  What  wonder  that  such  disturbances  should 
take  place,"  said  the  Pundit,  uwhen  a  host 
of  ill-educated,  ignorant  women  are  crowded 
together,  filled  with  jealousy  and  all  the  evils 
of  idleness." 

The  Pundit  found  the  Nawab  very  excited, 
but  he  partly  knew  the  reason :  therefore, 
having  paid  his  respects,  he  remarked :  li  Silver 
Stick  is  well  cared  for,  there  will  now  be 
plenty  of  time  to  consider  what  should  be 
done  in  the  matter  of  a  reply  to  the  royal 
letter.  Replies  are  dangerous  in  these  days — 
they  are  locked  up,  and  become  witness 
against  a  man  hereafter;  so,  perhaps  your 
Highness  will  allow  time  to  elapse  before  an 
answer,  if  any,  be  written." 
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uYes,  yes,"  replied  the  Nawab;  Met  me 
know  what  your  opinion  is  to-morrow." 

u  Before  I  leave  your  presence,  I  will  repeat 
the  good  news  I  have  heard:  'The  English 
are  advancing  to  undertake  the  siege  of  Delhi '." 

u  Good  news,  the  best  of  news,"  replied  the 
Nawab ;  and,  somewhat  calmed  down,  he  rose 
and  passed  into  the  apartments  of  the  women, 
where  all  was  apparently  calm  and  peaceful, 
nothing  but  smiles  and  words  of  flattery  from 
at  least  two  hundred  tongues. 

The  next  morning  both  the  Nawab  and  the 
Pundit  entered  upon  their  public  duties  with 
alacrity,  but  from  different  reasons.  The 
Nawab  was  cheerful  because  all  was  tranquil 
in  his  zenana ;  the  Pundit  was  happy  because 
he  had  heard  that  all  was  quiet  in  the  sacred 
City  of  Benares,  where  his  home  was. 

The  Nawab  was  the  first  to  speak :  uPundit, 
what  advice  do  you  give  about  the  court 
messenger?" 

uMy  advice  to  your  Highness  is  to  do 
nothing.  Wait  for  the  accidents  which  time 
may  bring  about.  Silver  Stick  is  quite  happy, 
thanks  to  the  liberality  of  your  Highess.  He 
has  told  me:  ll  was  never  so  comfortable  in 
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my  life.'  He  will  daily  ask  what  his  orders 
are,  hoping  not  to  receive  any.  The  camel- 
man  does  not  care  to  return  to  Delhi  at 
present.  I  have  told  him  that  he  and  his  camel 
will  be  well  cared  for.  He  is  a  Bicaneer  man 
and  owner  of  the  camel,  which  looks  in  better 
condition  already." 

u  Pundit,  you  are  a  man  of  sense,  and  I 
am  fortunate  in  having  such  a  faithful  servant 
at  this  conjuncture.  But  send  the  three  hunters 
as  far  as  the  serai  where  my  captain  of  horse 
found  them,  and  tell  them  to  collect  news, 
particularly  about  parties  of  armed  men  sent 
out  from  Delhi  to  Lalput.  And  we  must  make 
our  place  as  strong  as  we  can,  mount  guns  on 
our  fort,  and  appear  as  if  we  were  ready  to  fight. 
But  my  zenana  causes  me  great  anxiety." 

Accordingly,  the  three  hunters  started, 
having  bid  farewell  to  the  bearer  of  the 
silver  stick  of  office,  and  to  the  camel-man, 
who  said:  "I  may  be  of  service  to  you,  for 
I  have  a  general  pass  from  the  Court  of 
Delhi,  which  warns  all  not  to  molest  me.  My 
camel  is  an  excellent  animal,  and  good  at 
any  moment  for  a  journey  of  one  hundred 
and  fifty  miles." 
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As  the  evening  gun  fired  from  the  palace 
of  the  King  of  Delhi  the  three  hunters  reached 
the  serai,  and  were  welcomed  by  all,  even 
by  a  growl  from  the  bear,  for  he  smelt 
venison,  which  one  of  the  hunters  carried  on 
his  back  for  the  friends  he  had  in  the  serai. 

There  was  a  general  exchange  of  news. 
The  most  important  item  of  it  was:  "The 
English  have  commenced  the  siege  of  Delhi, 
having  gained  their  first  victory  when  ad- 
vancing." 


CHAPTER    III. 

MOGUL   THE   BEAR. 

THE  night  had  been  oppressively  hot,  so 
the  next  morning  found  the  three  hunters 
sitting  under  a  wide-spreading  acacia  tree 
outside  the  serai.  The  conversation  shaped 
itself  to  the  political  events  taking  place  inside 
the  City  of  Delhi,  which  would  require  close 
attention  to  enable  the  hunters  to  give  timely 
warning  of  danger  to  the  Nawab  of  Lalput. 
An  armed  body  of  men  might  slip  out  of 
Delhi  at  any  moment,  and  never  be  heard 
of  by  the  hunters,  until  the  Nawab  had  been 
attacked  and  perhaps  worsted  in  placing 
himself  and  his  ill-armed  followers  in  collision 
with  the  mutinous  soldiers  of  the  East  India 
Company. 

"What  had  we  best  do?"  inquired  Joseph. 

uWe  had  better  visit  the  City  of  Delhi," 
replied  Alexander.  u  I  have  friends  at  court, 
and  through  them  I  shall  be  able  to  pick  up 
the  news  of  the  day.  Perhaps  we  can  enlist 
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under  one  of  the  courtiers,  and  worm  our 
way  into  court  intrigues,  and  contemplated 
attacks  on  the  British  camp  and  neighbouring 
chiefs.  The  city  gates  will  doubtless  be  well 
guarded,  but  I  have  a  plan  which,  if  boldly 
carried  out,  will  probably  succeed." 

Alexander  then  summoned  the  bear-man 
and  Mogul  through  his  boy  servant.  "Tell 
the  bear-man  to  bring  a  long  strong  rope 
with  him.' 

The  bear-man  and  bear  soon  made  their 
appearance. 

UI  have  a  little  game  for  Mogul  to  play," 
said  Alexander ;  "  and  how  is  the  bear  who 
has  been  so  well  fed  on  our  venison?" 

UI  have  never  seen  him  in  better  health, 
up  to  any  game,  he  does  not  show  any  sign 
of  being  weak  on  his  hind  legs." 

"Come  along  with  me,"  said  Alexander. 
UI  will  mount  the  wall  before  us,  and  then 
your  bear  must  follow  me.  Tie  the  rope 
round  his  waist." 

As  soon  as  Alexander  had  mounted  the 
wall  before  him,  which  was  high  and  rather 
broken,  the  bear-man  called  to  Mogul  to 
follow.  He  did  so  with  alacrity,  knowing 
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Alexander  to  be  the  man  who  had  provided 
such  good  cheer  more  than  once.  Then  the 
bear-man  made  use  of  the  rope  and  mounted 
the  wall  also. 

Next  day  the  bear  was  induced,  partly  by 
threats  and  partly  by  caresses,  to  mount  a 
wall  alone,  he  then  pulled  up  the  hunter,  and 
after  him  his  master,  who  liberally  rewarded 
him  with  a  double  allowance  of  fresh  meat. 
The  time  had  now  arrived  for  Alexander  and 
his  two  friends  to  carry  out  their  intentions 
of  paying  a  visit  to  the  City  of  Delhi.  The 
bear-man  agreed  to  accompany  them,  and  his 
wife  was  to  remain  at  the  serai  with  her 
guest,  the  goat-man  and  his  performing 
monkeys. 

uWe  shall  soon  return,"  said  Alexander  to 
the  owner  of  the  mosque. 

Thus,  on  a  dark  night,  the  party  set  out, 
and  as  the  sun  was  about  to  rise,  reached 
a  long  stretch  of  the  wall  of  the  City  of  Delhi. 
In  a  moment  the  bear  was  in  the  ditch, 
followed  by  the  hunters  and  his  master,  and 
at  a  signal  the  bear  mounted  the  wall  of  the 
city  in  first-rate  style,  with  a  rope  round  his 
waist,  and  thus  pulled  up  the  party.  The 
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rope  had  hardly  been  untied  from  the  waist 
of  the  bear  when  a  guard  coming  along  the 
parapet  saw  the  party  and  challenged  it. 
Mogul  gave  a  roar,  and  standing  on  his  hind 
legs  so  completely  frightened  the  soldier  who 
was  leading  the  guard  that  he  turned  round, 
panic-stricken  and  fled,  calling  out: 

"The  demons  are  on  us;  run,  brothers, 
run  as  fast  an  you  can." 

In  this  manner  the  hunters,  the  bear  and 
his  master  were  enabled  to  slip  down  a  side 
street  which  was  deserted,  and  they  knocked 
at  the  door  of  an  inn,  which  Alexander  used 
to  frequent. 

u  Who  is  there  ?"  called  out  a  female  voice. 

"I,  Alexander,  your  old  friend." 

The  gateway  was  at  once  opened,  and  the 
party  passed  into  enclosure  of  the  inn,  the 
gateway  was  then  again  carefully  closed. 

The  three  hunters  felt  the  heat  and  close 
tainted  air  of  the  inn  much  as  an  Indian  parrot 
feels  its  confinement  in  its  iron  flat-barred, 
round-topped  cage,  but  the  cheerful  voice  of 
the  inn-keeper's  wife  and  of  his  daughter 
made  the  hunters  feel  more  at  home;  and 
on  looking  round  they  saw  a  man  coming 
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towards   them,   whom   they  had  met  in  their 
hunting  expeditions — Baja,  the  Freebooter. 

After  the  usual  salutations,  Baja  asked: 
u  What  was  the  object  of  their  visit  to  Delhi  ?" 
He  continued:  u There  is  much  to  be  seen 
in  Delhi  at  the  present  moment ;  but  you  must 
be  careful  not  to  remain  here  too  long  for  the 
siege  of  Delhi  has  commenced  in  good  earnest, 
and  men  are  being  mown  down  on  both  sides 
like  deer  from  a  herd  by  an  experienced 
hunter." 

Alexander  invited  Baja  to  be  seated,  and 
spoke  as  follows:  uMy  friend,  the  hearts  of 
men  have  become  so  changed  of  late,  so  full 
of  treachery,  that  one  hardly  dares  to  expose 
a  single  thought  even  to  a  known  friend." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Baja-,  u but  you  may 
trust  me  as  a  good  Mussulman,  so  let  us  talk 
freely.  We  are  not  idolatrous  Hindoos,  who, 
having  broken  faith  with  the  Company,  have 
now  set  up  a  king  in  Delhi  who  is  a  Mahom- 
etan, and  would,  if  he  could,  get  rid  of  the 
mutinous  Sepoys  to-morrow,  but  they  have 
entwined  themselves  like  serpents  too  firmly 
around  his  neck  and  the  necks  of  his  courtiers." 

u  Perhaps    you    can    then    aid    me    in    the 
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object  of  my  visit  to  Delhi.  I  am  a  servant 
of  the  Nawab  of  Lalput,  and  he  is  afraid  of 
being  attacked  suddenly  by  a  party  of  the 
King's  followers.  He  will  fight  to  the  best 
of  his  ability,  but  does  not  wish  to  be  caught 
off  his  guard." 

UI  have  a  friend,"  replied  Baja,  "a  Hindoo, 
he  knows  some  of  the  courtiers,  and  through 
him  we  will  gain  the  information  you  require ; 
in  the  meantime  we  will  enjoy  ourselves. 
You  will  dine  with  me,  and  after  a  rest  we 
will  saunter  abroad  and  see  what  is  stirring 
in  the  city,  and  what  the  news  of  the  day 
may  be." 

Then  calling  out  u  Mother,"  arrangements 
were  made  with  the  keeper  of  the  inn  for  a 
savoury  repast. 

The  daughter  of  the  inn-keeper  did  not 
forget  to  look  well  at  the  three  hunters,  and 
they  found  favour  in  her  sight;  not  so  the 
bear-man,  who  retired  to  a  secluded  corner 
of  the  inn  with  Mogul,  who  had  rendered 
such  signal  services  to  all. 

When  the  party  left  the  serai,  Baja  wore 
his  green  crusading  suit,  and  the  hunters  wore 
green  in  their  turbans  to  signify  that  they 
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belonged  to  a  band  of  crusaders,  and  also  to 
prevent  their  being  questioned  by  too  zealous 
Sepoys,  who  having  become  traitors,  were 
almost  afraid  of  their  own  shadows. 

All  Delhi  was  astir  with  soldiers  hurrying 
to  the  palace,  or  on  their  way  to  relieve  the 
several  guards  of  the  city  gates.  Mounted 
men  trotted  along  as  fast  as  they  could  in 
uniforms  of  various  colours.  Many  of  the 
shops  along  the  roads  were  closed,  and  but 
few  men,  except  Sepoys,  could  be  seen  in 
the  streets.  The  Sepoys  had  lost  a  good  deal 
of  the  quiet,  orderly  look  they  used  to  have 
when  serving  the  East  India  Company,  but 
shuffled  along — some  in  step,  others  out  of  it. 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  passing  through 
the  palace  gateway,  a  beautiful  structure  of 
past  days.  In  the  court  beyond,  thousands 
of  soldiers  were  assembled,  also  some  few 
civilians,  and  a  shout  was  raised  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  last  of  the  great  Moguls, 
carried  in  a  tonjon  from  a  side  court  into  the 
hall  of  assembly  to  preside  at  the  Council  of 
State  in  the  Dewan  Am. 

The  criers  raised  their  voices  loud  and 
clear,  and  repeated  the  high-flown  compliments 
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of  a  native  court.  The  King  was  seated,  but 
not  on  the  Peacock  Throne  of  historical  inte- 
rest— the  plunderer  and  murderer,  Nadir  Shah, 
had  carried  it  off  years  and  years  ago.  There 
was  a  death-like  stillness  for  a  few  minutes. 
The  King  sat  as  immovable  as  a  statue  of 
marble.  There  was  anxiety  clearly  written 
on  many  a  face,  the  Princes  looked  uneasy 
and  careworn,  all  except  the  youngest  —a 
mere  boy. 

On  a  sudden  the  sound  of  the  English 
batteries,  which  had  opened  against  the  city 
walls,  reverberated  through  the  marble  halls 
of  the  palace.  All  could  hear  the  thunder  of 
the  English  challenge,  knocking  for  admittance, 
like  some  knight  of  old  in  his  bright  shining 
armour.  Many  traitors  turned  pale,  or  rather 
to  an  ashen  colour,  and  their  nerves  were  not 
improved  by  a  man  with  a  silver  stick  rush- 
ing through  the  crowd,  and  giving  a  note  to 
one  of  the  courtiers  who  stood  before  the 
throne. 

It  ran  thus:  "  Send  more  troops  without  a 
moment's  delay;  the  English  are  on  us." 

The  King  gave  the  order  without  a  change 
of  countenance,  and  then  the  business  of  the 


264  NARCISSUS. 

day  commenced.  Gifts  were  presented  by 
many  of  the  new  arrivals  in  Delhi  ;  the  amount 
of  money  offered  was  small,  the  givers  men 
of  no  note.  There  were  bundles  of  petitions 
from  all  parts  of  India,  which  proved  that 
traitors  were  abroad. 

One  petition  was  presented  by  a  Hindoo, 
by  name  Ram  Lai:  uYour  slave  is  ready  to 
attack  the  rebel  Chief  of  Lalput  when  ordered 
to  do  so;  he  has  not  yet  obeyed  the  royal 
command  given  to  him  by  a  royal  mes- 
senger." 

The  King  gave  the  following  order,  which 
a  secretary  wrote  down :  u  Let  fifty  cavalry 
and  three  hundred  infantry  be  placed  at  the 
service  of  this  royal  servant,  and  let  him 
receive  a  dress  of  honour." 

Other  business  was  transacted,  and  the 
court  broke  up.  On  leaving  the  council  the 
old  King  gave  a  slip  of  paper  to  an  attendant 
for  general  distribution,  on  it  the  first  words 
were: 

"  How  hard  it  is  to  govern  men, 
What  cares  beset  a  throne." 

The  great  Mogul  was  carried  to  his  private 
apartments,  and  the  hunters  and  Baja  were 
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passing  through  the  gateway  when  Ram  Lai, 
dressed  in  his  clothes  of  honour,  accosted  them. 

u  Glad  to  see  you  here,  my  friends.  I  will 
now  pay  the  Chief  of  Lalput  in  full  for  turn- 
ing me  and  my  men  adrift  in  such  a  summary 
manner.' 

"  When  will  Maharaj  start? "  asked  Alexander. 

"I  will  take  an  omen,  and  shall  be  at  the 
serai  at  the  Kootub  in  a  week's  time.  I  shall 
expect  to  see  you  and  your  two  friends  there ; 
I  may  arrive  in  the  morning  or  evening  as 
directed  by  an  omen.  Farewell !  " 

Thus  the  desired  information  fell  into  the 
possession  of  the  hunters  as  if  by  a  miracle. 

Baja  was  the  first  to  speak  when  in  the 
street,  through  which  thousands  of  soldiers 
were  hurrying  in  hot  haste.  uWe  will  see 
the  fight,"  said  he. 

So  the  four  men  followed  the  crowd,  and 
passed  through  the  Cashmeer  Gate.  A  strong 
body  of  men  pushed  on  towards  the  North, 
some  turned  towards  the  right,  and  Baja  and 
the  hunters,  watching  their  opportunity,  took 
up  a  position  on  the  turreted  roof  of  Ludlow 
Castle,  from  which  a  good  view  could  be 
obtained.  A  few  men  were  on  guard  as  a 
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look-out  there,  but  made  no  objection  to  the 
presence  of  Baja  and  his  friends,  seeing  they 
were  decked  out  in  green. 

uSee  now,"  said  one  of  the  guard,  uour 
men  are  creeping  up  towards  the  Flagstaff 
Tower,  and  others  are  making  for  the  picket 
at  Metcalfe's  house,  others  are  making  for 
Hindoo  Rao's  house.  I  wonder  the  foreigners 
do  not  see  and  attack  our  men;  but  we  all 
know  they  are  sadly  wanting  in  courage." 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth, 
when  there  was  a  furious  cannonade  and 
musketry  fire  from  the  English  side,  and  be- 
fore many  minutes  the  bodies  of  dead  Sepoys 
and  wounded  men  were  being  carried  down 
the  rising  ground  towards  the  Cashmeer  Gate 
by  their  comrades  at  full  speed. 

Looking  towards  the  man  who  had  spoken 
so  slightingly  of  English  courage,  Baja  asked : 
"How  long  he  thought  the  fight  would 
last?" 

uLook,  look!"  said  the  guard. 

A  body  of  the  King's  Cavalry  came  up  at 
the  gallop  into  the  open  space  before  Ludlow 
Castle,  and  almost  as  soon  as  they  could  be 
seen  from  the  ridge,  down  came  the  Guide 
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Cavalry  of  the  English  upon  them,  led  by 
their  white-faced  officers. 

uWe  shall  now  see  what  English  courage 
is  like,"  said  Baja,  looking  at  the  guard. 

The  Guide  Cavalry  went  straight  at  the 
King's  Cavalry,  without  an  instant's  hesitation. 
The  English  officers  were  followed  so  closely 
by  the  Guide  native  officers  that  Baja  could 
not  say  who  was  foremost.  Then  the  fight 
commenced  in  earnest.  Stray  horses  galloped 
off  here  and  there;  the  ground  was  covered 
with  the  dead  and  dying.  But  now  the  infantry 
of  the  King,  being  hard  pressed  by  the  bayonets 
of  the  English  soldiers,  could  stand  their  ground 
no  longer,  and  came  running  down  the  rising 
ground  towards  the  Cashmeer  Gate. 

uRun,  brothers,  run;  the  foreign  dogs  are 
at  our  heels.  Run,  run  for  your  lives!" 

The  King's  Cavalry  also  broke  and  gallop- 
ed off. 

Baja  and  his  friends  made  their  retreat  at 
full  speed,  and  having  passed  through  the 
Cashmeer  Gate,  sat  down  to  regain  their  breath. 

uYou  see,"  said  Baja,  uthe  English  bull- 
dawnk  (dog)  is  still  too  much  for  the  Hindoo 
pariah" 
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Hundreds  of  litters  were  being  carried  along ; 
the  road  was  full  of  the  dead  and  dying  in 
front  of  Baja  and  his  party.  The  bearers 
chanted  their  usual  extempore  ditties : 

"Quick,  brothers,  quick  I 
The  foreign  dogs  pursue  the  timid  hare; 
Push  along,  brothers,  all  keep  time, 
Quick,  brothers,  quick!" 

Seeing  Baja  and  his  party  sitting  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  two  or  three  Sepoys  stopped, 
and  one  called  out:  uWhat  are  you  sitting 
there  for,  you  Kafirs,  as  if  there  was  no 
fighting  going  on?" 

uAt  your  backs,"  replied  Baja  coolly. 

"  Don't  answer  me,  you  dog  or  pig,  which- 
ever term  you  like;"  and  in  an  instant  the 
Sepoy  pointed  his  musket  and  fired — the  bullet 
passed  close  to  Alexander's  head. 

As  quick  as  thought  the  hunters  sprang  on 
the  Sepoy  and  cut  him  down,  saying:  "It  is 
a  shame  you  did  not  learn  to  shoot  better  in 
your  regiment." 

There  would  have  been  more  bloodshed 
had  not  a  company  of  Mahometan  crusaders 
come  up. 
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uThe  Prophet  has  been  abused  by  these 
rascals,"  called  out  Baja. 

Perceiving  that  they  were  outnumbered,  the 
remaining  Sepoys  ran  off  as  fast  as  they  could, 
to  such  a  state  of  disorder  and  turbulence 
had  the  mutinous  Sepoys  of  the  Company 
arrived. 

Thus  Baja  and  the  hunters,  having  thanked 
the  crusaders,  were  enabled  to  reach  their 
inn  in  safety,  and  were  glad  enough  to  do  so. 
The  dinner  party  passed  off  comfortably,  and 
the  hunters  felt  that  they  must  not  lose  time 
in  giving  warning  to  their  Chief  of  the  coming 
storm.  But  it  was  first  necessary  to  obtain 
a  pass  for  the  party  to  quit  the  city. 

Commander  Ram  Lai  gave  it,  full  of  offi- 
cial dignity. 

The  departure  of  the  hunters  gave  some 
concern  to  the  daughter  of  the  landlady,  and 
on  their  pressing  Baja  to  accompany  them, 
the  mother  of  the  girl  replied:  uNo,  no;  Baja 
must  remain  with  us,  we  cannot  do  without 
him,  can  we,  my  dear  Hafsa?" 

uNo,  mother,  no!"  said  the  daughter,  stuf- 
fing a  portion  of  her  scarf  into  one  of  her 
eyes  to  find  a  tear  or  two. 
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"  No,  no ;  who  would  praise  my  bread  like 
Baja  when  he  has  gone?" 

In  this  manner  the  hunters,  bear-man  and 
bear  left  Delhi  under  the  pass  of  Commander 
Ram  Lai,  and  reached  the  serai  where  the 
wife  of  the  bear-man  was  by  evening,  and 
found  all  well,  even  to  the  goat  and  perform- 
ing monkeys. 

But  Alexander  felt  that  no  time  should  be 
lost  in  sending  a  message  to  the  Nawab  of 
the  impending  danger,  and,  therefore,  despatch- 
ed Joseph  the  same  night. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

SHORT    OF   ONE  WIFE. 

THE  girl  who  had  caused  the  hubbub  in  the 
zenana  of  the  Nawab  of  Lalput  was  a  Bhuttee 
by  birth,  a  resident  of  the  sandy  district  of 
Sirsa,  where  the  camel  is  a  favourite,  and  the 
men  and  women  are  strong,  hardy  and  intelli- 
gent, but  given  to  plundering  habits. 

The  Bhuttee  girl  had  come  into  the  posses- 
sion of  the  Nawab — no  one  dared  to  say 
exactly  how — for  slavery  is  prohibited  by  the 
British  Government.  However,  one  morning 
she  passed  under  an  archway  into  the  Nawab's 
palace.  She  might  then  have  been  about 
eight  years  old,  but  until  the  incident  of  her 
simile  of  the  quail,  no  one  had  noticed  the 
girl  much,  though  four  years  had  then  passed 
since  she  joined  the  crowd  of  Zenana  women. 

In  time  the  girl  was  called  Narcissus,  more 
from  caprice  than  from  any  substantial  reason. 
She  was  not  kept  strictly  behind  the  purdah, 
but  was  allowed  to  run  messages,  and  thus 
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her  mind  and  body  expanded.  She  made  use 
of  her  eyes,  ears,  hands  and  feet,  and  escaped 
from  the  miserable  life  of  imprisonment  to 
which  so  many  women  in  the  East  are  doomed, 
without  education,  without  exercise,  without 
books,  without  social  enjoyment,  except  that 
of  vulgar  personal  gossip  of  the  most  demoral- 
ising character.  Narcissus  made  but  few  friends, 
she  was  isolated,  but  her  beauty  was  not 
overlooked  by  many  of  the  women  of  the 
zenana. 

The  women  said:  uThe  Bhuttee  girl  will 
one  day  shine  like  a  bright  star  in  this  zenana, 
and  perhaps  rule  with  a  high  hand  5  her  eyes 
are  bright  and  as  brilliant  as  diamonds,  her 
gait  is  that  of  a  young  elephant,  her  teeth 
are  as  pearls,  her  skin  is  somewhat  dark  it 
is  true,  but  so  is  that  of  all  Bhuttee  women, 
her  hair  is  long  and  soft." 

Then  an  old  crone  cried :  u  Hush,  hush ; 
talk  not  so  loud.  I  wonder  that  the  Nawab 
has  not  noticed  this  girl,  he  is  still  short  by 
one  of  the  legal  number  of  wives  allowed  by 
Mahometan  law." 

Then  another  crone  chimed  in:  "If  this 
Bhuttee  girl  ever  gains  the  upper  hand  in 
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this  zenana,  she  will  soon  depose  the  reigning 
Queen,  whom  she  treated  with  such  contempt 
only  yesterday  " 

u  Yes,  yes,"  replied  the  first  old  crone  with 
a  shrivelled  skin;  "I  saw  her  kneel  before 
the  Queen  and  kiss  her  feet  to  oblige  the 
Nawab's  mother — that  ever  blessed  woman — 
and  I  saw  the  scorn  on  her  face  as  she  rose, 
and  the  sparkle  in  her  eyes,  how  her  eyebrows 
contracted ;  she  would  not  have  humbled  her- 
self except  to  oblige  the  Nawab's  mother, 
whom  she  loves.  And  now  all  is  so  quiet  in 
the  zenana;  we  are  huddled  together  like  so 
many  love-birds  in  a  cage.  But  listen!  A 
horseman  has  just  galloped  through  the  gate- 
way at  full  speed.  What  can  it  mean?" 

The  Bhuttee  girl  now  entered  the  verandah 
in  which  the  old  women  were  sitting,  and 
catching  the  last  words,  replied:  ult  means 
danger." 

"  Oh,  Narcissus,  do  not  say  so ;  I  thought 
the  palace  was  now  to  be  the  abode  of  love, 
since  you  kissed  the  Queen's  feet.  Oh,  dear ! 
oh,  dear !  danger  to  us  poor  women ! " 

Narcissus  looked  at  the  women  with  scorn 
— the  worn-out  beauties  of  a  former  reign, 

18 


274  NARCISSUS. 

the  faded  flowers  of  Mahometan  polygamy 
— and  replied  satirically :  "  Perhaps,  now  the 
English  rule  is  at  an  end,  some  kind  friend 
will  divide  you  beauties  amongst  the  mutinous 
Sepoys  of  the  Company,  and  you  may  be 
carried  off  to  the  far  East  to  tend  their  cows 
and  calves." 

The  man  who  had  galloped  through  the 
palace  gateway  was  Joseph  on  a  borrowed 
horse.  His  news  was  urgent,  so  the  Nawab 
was  at  once  informed. 

"  My  lord,  news  has  arrived,  most  important." 

Joseph  gasped  out :  "  My  lord,  Commander 
Ram  Lai  is  about  to  attack  your  fort  and 
palace." 

The  Nawab  trembled  all  over,  felt  faint  and 
cried  out:  "  Call  the  Pundit." 

Without  delay  the  Pundit  was  present  be- 
fore the  Nawab,  like  an  arrow  shot  from  a 
bow  by  a  strong  hand. 

u  Pundit,  what  can  I  do?  1  cannot  join  the 
Court  of  Delhi,  I  cannot  fly,  I  cannot  leave 
my  zenana.  Ram  Lai  is  marching  to  attack  us !  " 

"  Your  servants  will  fight  for  your  Highness," 
replied  the  Pundit.  "  I  will  give  the  necessary 
orders." 
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u  Do  so,  do  so,"  said  the  Nawab,  and,  rising, 
took  the  road  into  the  women's  apartments. 

There  was  no  comfort  there ;  the  cheeks 
of  the  favourite  Queen  were  wet  with  tears, 
she  trembled  like  an  aspen  leaf,  and  all  her 
women  wept  around  her,  and  pretended  to 
tear  their  hair.  The  Nawab,  though  naturally 
brave,  was  brought  to  this  pitch  of  degrada- 
tion by  the  vile  vice  of  polygamy.  He  did 
not  know  where  to  turn  for  support. 

Narcissus,  who  had  entered  the  room  where 
this  tragic  scene  was  being  enacted,  stood 
before  the  Nawab  and  spoke:  "Order  all 
these  women  to  be  calm ;  there  is  no  danger 
as  long  as  your  Highness  leaves  these  frail 
creatures  alone  and  encourages  your  fighting 
men.  Gird  on  your  sword,  and  order  all  your 
horsemen  to  saddle  their  horses,  yours  is  ready 
at  the  door  for  your  Highness  to  mount." 

As  the  Nawab  left  the  apartment,  followed 
by  Narcissus,  he  could  hear  the  shrieks  of 
the  women  calling  out  in  the  most  abject 
torments  of  fear. 

One  old  crone  cried  out:  ult  will  be  as 
Narcissus  said,  we  shall  all  be  made  prisoners, 
and  carried  off  to  the  far,  far  East!" 
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On  hearing  footsteps  behind  him,  the  Nawab 
turned  sharply  round,  and  asked  Narcissus 
who  she  was. 

11  Your  Highness,  I  am  that  girl  who  caused 
so  much  disturbance  in  the  zenana  on  account 
of  my  simile  of  the  quail." 

The  Chief  now  viewed  Narcissus  from  head 
to  foot,  much  as  a  horse  dealer  would  to 
ascertain  the  points  of  a  filly  he  wishes  to 
purchase.  When  Narcissus  was  speaking  be- 
fore, his  eyes  were  fixed  on  his  favourite  Queen, 
so  he  had  not  noticed  her  when  in  the  zenana. 
Now,  when  separated  from  his  crowd  of 
women,  he  observed  and  admired  her  extreme 
beauty. 

UI  have  never  observed  you  in  the  zenana," 
remarked  the  Chief. 

The  Bhuttee  girl  answered  with  some  degree 
of  malice :  u  The  beauty  of  our  Queen  eclipses 
all  before  it,  but  now  I  fear  beauty  will  not 
gain  the  victory.  It  is  for  the  armed  warrior 
to  do  that!" 

With  the  effeminate  training  of  a  zenana, 
the  Nawab  was  almost  forgetting  the  work 
before  him,  and  sketching  out  the  prospect 
of  a  fourth  wife.  But  a  message  from  his 
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mother  recalled  him  to  his  hereditary  warlike 
instincts,  which  were  well  nigh  smothered. 
The  Nawab's  mother  met  her  son  with  extreme 
grace,  and  was  not  long  in  commencing  the 
conversation. 

u  Time  presses ;  you  must  now  think  ol 
your  fighting  men,  not  of  the  pearls  of  your 
zenana.  Arms  for  your  men  must  be  provided, 
not  bangles  for  your  women.  Uniforms  must 
be  made  for  your  soldiers,  not  scarfs  for  the 
shoulders  of  your  favourites.  Brace  up  your 
nerves  and  be  worthy  of  your  ancestors." 

The  Nawab  then  told  his  mother  about 
Narcissus.  She  was  silent  for  a  few  moments, 
and  being  well  acquainted  with  her  son's 
sinister  designs  as  regarded  all  girls  of  beauty 
in  his  zenana,  replied:  "You  know  what  the 
Hindoos  say  about  marriages  with  persons  of 
inferior  rank — they  are  destined  to  have  a 
bride  of  molten  iron  as  their  reward,  from 
whom  they  can  never  get  free.  Take  warning 
in  time,  leave  Narcissus  alone,  she  will  bring 
ruin  on  you." 

When  the  Nawab  had  interviewed  the  Pundit, 
he  found  that  the  attack  of  Commander  Ram 
Lai  would  probably  not  take  place  before  the 
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expiration  of  a  week ;  it  might  not  take  place, 
something  might  turn  up  to  prevent  it.  So 
his  courage  rose,  but  for  show  he  took  a  ride 
with  his  cavalry,  about  fifty  men,  in  the  direction 
of  Delhi.  The  man  in  front  with  his  kettle- 
drums beat  them  with  great  energy,  and  the 
standard  was  carried  close  to  the  kettle-drums. 

But  the  thoughts  of  the  Nawab  were  not 
with  his  soldiers,  they  were  with  Narcissus; 
he  almost  blamed  himself  for  not  having  seen 
her  before.  Thus  it  was  that  the  blood  of 
the  soldiers  grew  colder  and  colder,  and  many 
thoughts  were  turned  towards  Delhi  and  its 
puppet  king.  However,  the  kettle-drums  were 
beaten,  the  standard  was  waved  gently  to 
and  fro,  and  all  returned  to  the  palace  without 
shedding  a  drop  of  blood. 

That  very  night,  on  passing  the  spot  where 
Narcissus  was  seated,  the  Nawab  dropped  a 
flower  at  her  feet.  She  picked  it  up,  as  in 
duty  bound,  and  an  old  crone  who  was  near 
her  saw  what  had  taken  place,  and  thought: 
14  Narcissus  will  be  queen  number  four  if  I 
mistake  not,  according  to  the  rules  of  this 
court.  But  my  dream  last  night  told  me  a 
different  tale,  and  I  tremble  when  I  think  of  it." 
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Narcissus  was  full  of  scorn.  This,  then, 
was  the  master  of  the  house  on  whom  the 
lives  of  so  many  depended,  so  many  of  whom 
were  ready  to  lay  down  their  lives  in  his 
defence  at  a  moment's  notice — he  could  not 
be  separated  in  thought  from  his  crowd  of 
ignorant,  feeble-brained  women.  Then  she 
shuddered  when  she  thought  that  to  resist 
the  will  of  the  Chief  was  almost  certain  death. 
She  thought  of  the  cord  which  strangles,  the 
plunge  into  the  river  of  the  female  corpse 
which  is  carried  down  the  stream  to  the  black 
waters  of  the  ocean — to  such  a  condition  of 
degradation  had  the  women  of  India  been 
reduced. 

But  Narcissus  smiled  when  she  placed  her 
hand  on  a  small  dagger  which  she  always 
carried  concealed ;  the  poisoned  cup  might  do 
its  work  in  the  hands  of  one  of  the  crones 
of  the  palace.  So  thus,  without  a  friend  to 
guide  her,  Narcissus  thought  and  thought,  her 
frame  grew  weary,  she  slept  at  length,  and 
awoke  with  a  start  at  day  dawn,  after  a  night 
of  mental  agony. 

The  next  morning  court  officials  brought 
trays  full  of  presents  and  placed  them  at  the 
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feet  of  Narcissus  with  all  possible  etiquette; 
nothing  was  wanting  except  one  thing,  or 
rather  two  or  three  things,  which  Narcissus 
requested  might  be  added. 

"  A  sword,  a  pair  of  pistols,  and  a  boy's 
suit  of  clothes." 

It  was  thus  clearly  understood  that  Narcissus 
was  not  going  to  show  the  white  feather.  In 
two  hours  all  that  she  had  asked  for  was 
brought  to  her. 

For  a  day  or  so  the  Nawab  allowed  Nar- 
cissus to  rest  quietly  without  being  molested. 
In  fact,  the  favourite  Queen  had  got  rid  of  her 
tears,  and  the  Nawab  of  his  apprehensions. 

uThe  old  rogue,  Ram  Lai,  will  never 
attack  me;  he  knows  better  than  to  do  so," 
thought  he. 


CHAPTER   V. 

RAM   LAL,    TRAITOR. 

JOSEPH  did  not  remain  long  at  Lalput, 
for  the  Nawab  started  him  off  to  the  serai 
from  which  he  had  come  with  these  instruc- 
tions : 

"  You  will  take  three  of  my  horsemen  with 
you,  and  three  spare  horses,  one  for  yourself, 
one  for  Alexander  and  one  for  Jacob.  You 
will  keep  a  strict  watch  on  Commander  Ram 
Lai,  the  wretched  traitor,  and  take  care  that 
he  does  not  elude  your  watch  over  his  pro- 
ceedings. Now,  be  off,  sharp  ;  my  Treasurer 
will  supply  you  with  funds.  Begone !  " 

Joseph  bid  farewell  to  the  people  of  his 
own  home.  He  had  engaged  twenty  trusty 
fellows  of  his  own  clan  to  defend  his  house, 
or  rather  that  of  his  father-in-law,  and  his 
last  words  were:  uWe  will  fight  it  out  with 
these  black-faced  traitors  from  the  East,  we 
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will  spill  the  last  drop  of  our  blood  in  the 
defence  of  our  homes." 

The  cluster  of  burnt  brick  houses  where 
the  three  hunters  resided  when  at  home  was 
well  suited  for  defence,  being  on  an  eminence, 
the  ground  around  was  clear,  not  a  tree  for 
shelter  was  to  be  seen. 

The  arrival  of  Joseph  at  the  serai  caused 
some  little  commotion.  However,  all  soon 
settled  down  again,  and  the  hunters  chatted 
together. 

"How  are  things  going  on  at  Lalput?" 
asked  Alexander. 

"I  have  made  all  snug  at  our  own  homes," 
replied  Joseph ;  u  but  the  Nawab  is  too  much 
occupied  with  " — and  here  the  speaker  lowered 
his  voice  and  looked  round — uthe  women  of 
his  zenana.  At  heart  he  has  not  much  fancy 
for  a  good  stand-up  fight." 

"  Commander  Ram  Lai  appears  to  be  deter- 
mined to  fight,  and  to  pay  off  old  scores," 
said  Alexander.  "How  full  of  malice  these 
men  from  the  East  are.1' 

Now,  the  presence  of  the  bear  and  the 
performing  monkeys  had  not  escaped  the 
notice  of  the  children  of  the  hovels  scattered 
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about  the  ruins  which  surrounded  the  serai— 
miserable  places  for  human  beings  to  be 
brought  up  in.  So  the  children  collected 
together  one  day  and  abjectly  petitioned  for 
a  performance. 

The  bear-man  and  the  goat-man  complied 
with  the  request,  the  last-named  because  he 
was  afraid  his  goat  and  monkeys  might  forget 
their  cunning  tricks.  A  convenient  spot  was 
selected,  torches  were  lighted,  three  drum- 
men,  with  very  long  hair  and  dark  complexions, 
volunteered  their  services;  also,  a  dancing 
gypsy  girl,  with  bright  eyes  and  a  very  dark 
skin,  dressed  in  crimson  clothes  very  much 
faded,  and  tarnished  tinsel  lace  sewn  on  the 
borders  of  a  scarf,  which  was  thrown  over 
the  head  and  shoulders. 

About  a  hundred  children,  almost  without 
any  clothing,  sat  round  in  a  ring,  a  few  men 
and  women,  also  a  dog  or  two. 

The  girl,  after  dancing  for  a  time,  stood 
still — the  drum-men  taking  up  their  posi- 
tion behind  her — and  sang  to  the  delight 
of  all: 

"Sing  me  a  song  ever  fresh  and  ever  new." 
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Again  the  singer  danced  and  sang: 

"The  bul bill's  song  it  pleases  not 

When  Leila's  voice  I  hear, 
The  rose's  perfume's  nought  to  me 
When  heart's  delight  is  near. 

CHORUS.— When  heart's  delight  is  near. 

"All  through  the  night  I  wander  sad, 

My  heart  with  hers  to  bind; 
Has  she  forsaken  one  who  sighs 
Her  shadow  but  to  find! 

CHORUS.— Her  shadow  but  to  find!" 

The  bear  danced  with  his  master,  then 
wrestled  with  him,  and  both  rolled  over  on 
the  ground  together. 

After  this  exhibition,  the  goat  was  dragged 
into  the  centre  of  the  circle,  a  monkey 
dressed  as  an  Englishman  riding  him,  with 
the  emblem  of  sovereignty  on  his  head — a 
black  chimney-pot  hat,  made  of  cardboard. 

The  goat  reared,  off  tumbled  the  monkey, 
and  the  children  shouted :  "  The  rule  of  the 
English  has  ended!" 

The  two  other  monkeys  played  the  part, 
one  of  an  English  general  in  a  scarlet  coat, 
the  other  that  of  a  Brahmin  collecting  fees 
on  account  of  dead  clients.  The  goat  capered 


RAM  LAL,  TRAITOR.  285 

about    languidly,    and    stood    on    a    pyramid 
made  of  logs  of  wood. 

The  time  had  now  arrived  for  the  buffoon 
to  mimic  the  incorrect  accent  of  the  English 
officials,  and  two  monkeys  appeared,  one 
dressed  as  an  English  gentleman  with  a  high 
shirt  collar,  the  other  as  his  wife  with  a  long 
train  to  her  dress. 

The  dancing  girl  sang  again: 

"On  the  elephant  the  howdah, 

On  the  horse  a  zeen  (saddle); 
Governor-General  Bahadur, 
Warren  Hasteen  (Hastings)." 

After  a  pause  she  again  sang: 

"Why  did  you  call  me  back? 
What  have  you  gained? 
Surely  a  broken  heart  1" 

Whilst  the  songs  were  being  sung,  the 
bear  was  led  round  the  circle  with  a  sporting 
howdah  on.  One  monkey,  as  the  Governor- 
General,  was  seated  in  front  with  an  air  of 
dignity ;  and  another,  as  his  aide-de-camp,  sat 
behind  with  a  sword  in  his  hand,  and  the 
third  monkey  followed  as  an  escort,  dressed 
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as    an    officer,   carrying   a   lance,    and   riding 
the  goat. 

Last  of  all,  the  buffoon  appeared  as  an 
English  soldier  in  a  red  coat.  He  had  a  gun 
in  his  left  hand,  and  a  bottle  of  native  spirits 
in  his  right  hand,  which  he  often  applied  to 
his  mouth.  The  face  of  the  buffoon  was 
powdered  white. 

This  closed  the  performance.  The  children 
rose  and  expressed  their  thanks  in  a  general 
shout,  and  departed  to  their  respective  hovels, 
and  for  years  talked  of  the  performance  at 
the  serai. 

Alexander  kept  a  watch  over  the  serai  of 
the  Kootub  (Mahrouli),  always  taking  his  pass 
from  Commander  Ram  Lai  with  him  and  his 
five  horsemen. 

"We  have  heard  nothing  of  Ram  Lai," 
was  the  constant  reply  of  the  innkeeper. 
"I,  my  wife  and  children  are  on  the  verge 
of  starvation.  Look  how  deserted  the  serai 
is ;  what  evil  times  we  live  in ! " 

But  one  day,  whilst  the  innkeeper  was 
indulging  in  the  same  melancholy  strain,  a 
horseman,  dressed  in  a  light  blue  coloured 
uniform  and  riding  a  large  stud-bred  horse 
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dashed  into  the  serai,  followed  by  five  others, 
and,  seeing  Alexander  and  his  party,  was 
preparing  for  a  fight,  when  Alexander  called 
out  " Friends!"  and  exhibited  the  pass  from 
Ram  Lai. 

This  settled  the  terms  of  friendship,  and 
the  leader  gave  orders  for  supplies  to  be 
ready  next  day  for  a  party  of  the  king's 
troops  under  Commander  Ram  Lai. 

u  There  will  be  about  four  hundred  men," 
said  he. 

There  was  now  bustle,  native  officials  were 
summoned,  and  the  village  headmen. 

u  All  will  be  ready,"  was  the  reply. 

All  was  now  activity,  carts  were  pulled  out 
of  sheds,  bullocks  were  shoved  into  their 
yokes,  and  grain  dealers  began  to  dig  up 
their  stores  of  grain. 

^Alexander  took  a  favourable  opportunity  to 
ask  the  leader  of  the  party  how  matters  were 
progressing  in  Delhi. 

uWe  do  not  make  out  how  it  is,"  replied 
the  cavalry  leader,  uthat  the  English  fight  so 
well ;  they  have  already  enlisted  a  fresh  native 
army.  The  Guide  Cavalry  cut  up  a  lot  of 
our  fellows  a  few  days  since." 
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The  King's  Cavalry  departed  for  Delhi, 
and  Alexander  and  his  party,  after  visiting 
the  serai  where  the  bear-man  and  the  goat- 
man  were,  rode  at  a  rapid  pace  to  Lalput. 

After  the  departure  of  Joseph,  a  confidential 
woman  of  the  Nawab  waited  on  Narcissus, 
and  informed  her  that  a  set  of  apartments 
had  been  specially  prepared  for  her,  and  that 
she  was  to  occupy  them  without  delay.  She 
raised  no  objection,  but  having  taken  posses- 
sion of  them,  and  finding  that  two  women 
were  in  readiness  to  wait  upon  her  at  all 
times,  in  fact  to  be  spies  on  all  her  actions, 
she  slipped  out  of  the  palace,  and  went  to 
the  shop  of  a  chemist  in  the  town  who  sold 
drugs.  She  whispered  something  into  the 
ear  of  the  chemist,  who  started. 

41  Quick,  quick !  "  said  Narcissus,  who  placed 
a  piece  of  gold  in  the  palm  of  his  hand. 

The  chemist,  in  return,  gave  Narcissus  a 
small  pawn-box  of  silver  full  of  the  coveted 
condiment,  and  significantly  unscrewed  the 
bottom  of  the  box  and  showed  her  something 
without  saying  a  word. 

"Will  it  do  its  work  speedily  without 
fail?" 
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The  man  nodded  his  head,  and  Narcissus, 
rising,  said  to  him :  u  You  had  better  be 
prepared,  we  shall  be  attacked  soon ;  make 
all  you  have  secure." 

uHow  soon,  my  lady?" 

" Within  a  week  certainly;  delay  not,  my 
friend." 

" Thanks;  this  very  night  I  will  be  off  to 
a  place  of  safety." 

Narcissus  had  eluded  the  vigilance  of  her 
guardians  for  once  at  least,  and  directed  one 
of  them  to  call  a  certain  youth,  a  Bhuttee, 
who  was  amongst  the  servants  of  the  Nawab. 
She  spoke  to  him  from  behind  the  purdah, 
in  the  hearing  of  one  of  the  spies. 

u  You  can  be  faithful  to  the  Nawab,  I  know, 
for  you  are  of  the  same  clan  that  I  am  of.  Tell 
your  brother  to  be  always  on  his  guard,  and 
let  four  horses  be  ready  when  fighting  com- 
mences— at  the  gate  of  the  garden  which 
leads  out  on  to  the  jungle  beyond.  It  will 
be  a  matter  of  life  or  death,  so  never  cease 
to  use  your  eyes  and  ears." 

When  one  of  the  women  spies  had  talked 
to  the  other,  she  spoke  to  Narcissus,  and 
enquired:  uWhat  does  my  lady  fear?" 

19 
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"For  myself  I  fear  nothing;  as  for  you, 
take  warning  in  time.  When  you  see  the 
party  under  Ram  Lai  advancing,  slip  out  of 
the  garden  gate  and  go  for  shelter  to  a 
neighbouring  village — but  be  silent." 

Thus  Narcissus  shut  the  mouths  of  the  two 
spies  by  the  bait  of  self-interest. 

When  the  Nawab  proposed  to  visit  Nar- 
cissus, she  put  him  off,  feigning  indisposition, 
and  the  two  spies  backed  up  her  statement 
with  a  miserable  whine  of  sympathy. 

"Our  poor  dear  lady  is  so  very  ill,  so 
indisposed." 

Alexander  and  his  party  arrived  at  the 
palace,  and  gave  the  news  about  Ram  Lai. 

The  Nawab  would  not  believe  it.  "It  is 
false ;  I  know  it  is.  Ram  Lai  would  not  dare 
to  attack  me!" 

The  Nawab's  messages  to  Narcissus  for  an 
interview  with  her  were  more  and  more  urgent, 
and  the  confidential  woman  of  the  Nawab 
pressed  Narcissus,  saying:  "My  dear,  you 
must  not  exasperate  the  Nawab;  see  him 
only  for  a  few  minutes." 

On  turning  round  towards  the  North,  Nar- 
cissus saw  a  cloud  of  dust  rising  from  the 
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North  on  the  horizon.  It  came  nearer  and 
nearer. 

She  gazed  at  it  intently,  and  spoke  thus  to 
her  two  spy  women-servants:  uLook  there, 
and  bring  my  suit  of  boy's  clothes  to  me, 
my  pistols  and  my  sword;"  and  pointing 
again  to  the  cloud  of  dust  rising  higher  and 
higher,  she  told  the  confidential  messenger  ol 
the  Nawab  to  look  well  at  it  and  tell  her 
what  she  thought  of  it. 

uMy  lady,  it  appears  to  me  that  a  little 
army  is  coming  nearer  and  nearer  to  our  fort. 
Yes,  yes ;  I  can  see  uniforms,  men  on  horses, 
men  on  foot.  Alas,  alas!  on  they  come." 

u  Go  tell  his  Highness  the  Nawab  that  his 
slave  waits  upon  him,  the  sounds  of  the  lute 
and  harp  have  died  away  to  give  place  to 
martial  music,  which  encourages  the  heart; 
all  must  be  changed  for  the  future.  Or, 
rather,  say  but  little  to  the  Nawab  to  vex 
him  in  this  hour  of  peril.  Look  how  close 
the  rebel  army  is." 

At  this  moment  there  was  a]cough  outside 
the  purdah,  and  the  voice  of  the  Bhuttee  boy 
said :  "  All  is  ready,  as  your  Highness  com- 
manded." 
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"  Good,  wait!"  was  the  reply. 

Narcissus  gave  a  piece  of  gold  to  each  of 
her  attendants,  and  saying  uFly!"  hastened 
towards  the  spot  where  she  knew  the  Nawab 
would  be  found,  repeating  the  words: 

"Meeting  makes  a  parting  sure, 
Life  is  nothing  but  death's  door."  * 

uYour  slave  is  present,"  said  she. 

The  Nawab  was  startled  and  trembled. 

"  I  did  not  think  that  Ram  Lai,  the  traitor, 
would  ever  have  dared  to  attack  me.  What 
shall  I  do?" 

The  first  shot  was  now  fired,  the  soldiers 
of  Ram  Lai  curled  round  the  fort  and  zenana 
buildings,  and  the  Nawab's  soldiers  fired  on 
them.  The  cluster  of  houses  which  were 
occupied  by  Alexander  and  his  relations  was 
attacked,  and  the  fight  became  general.  Men 
fell  on  both  sides;  there  was  cheering  and 
counter-cheering. 

In  the  heat  of  the  fight  Alexander  rushed 
out  to  the  house  occupied  by  the  Nawab's 
mother,  and  brought  her  by  force  into  his 

*  Indian  poetry.— EDWIN  ARNOLD. 
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quarters.  In  the  distance  a  cloud  of  dust  could 
be  seen — it  was  caused  by  a  body  of  plunderers 
from  Delhi. 

All  of  a  sudden  the  zenana  building  caught 
fire,  and  there  was  a  fearful  shriek  from 
within,  and  women  rushed  out  in  wild,  panic- 
stricken  confusion  on  to  the  plain  surrounding 
the  fort  and  palace. 

The  Nawab  was  unable  to  give  a  single 
command,  so  overcome  was  he. 

The  crowd  of  plunderers  from  Delhi  rushed 
into  the  plain  below.  Narcissus  could  see  the 
Nawab's  favourite  wife,  who  was  covered  with 
jewels,  being  laid  hold  of.  In  an  instant  she 
was  mounted  on  a  pony  by  four  strong  men, 
and  carried  off  in  the  direction  of  Delhi. 
Other  young  women  shared  the  same  fate, 
the  old  women  were  stripped  of  everything. 

Firing  still  continued,  and  Ram  Lai  could 
be  seen  close  under  the  wall  on  which  Nar- 
cissus stood,  gesticulating  and  urging  on  his 
men.  She  pointed  him  out  to  a  man  by  her  side. 

"  See !  see !  take  good  aim,  and  put  an  end 
to  that  traitor." 

The  man  fired,  and  Commander  Ram  Lai 
fell  from  his  horse  stone-dead. 
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The  fight  grew  hotter  and  hotter ;  the  fort 
was  taken  by  the  rebels.  Narcissus  then 
caught  hold  of  the  Nawab,  who  appeared 
dazed,  and  hurried  him  along  downstairs, 
through  a  garden  up  to  the  spot  where  the 
two  Bhuttees  were  standing  with  four  horses. 

" Mount  quickly,  or  we  are  lost!  Look  at 
that  party  of  soldiers  behind  us." 

The  gate  was  opened,  and  the  four  refugees 
fled  away  through  the  jungle  beyond,  not  a 
moment  too  soon. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

FLIGHT. 

AT  first  the  Begum,  or  favourite  wife  of  the 
Nawab,  was  a  good  deal  flustered  by  her 
rough  treatment,  but  with  the  innate  tact  of 
a  woman  of  India,  she  quickly  recovered  her 
self-possession,  and  observed  her  captors,  who 
seemed  somewhat  abashed,  and  cried  out  to 
each  other:  u Quick,  brothers,  quick!" 

The  Begum  looked  back  now  and  then 
towards  Lalput;  the  fort,  palace,  and  other 
houses  were  on  fire,  and  clouds  of  smoke 
rose  up  from  them  high  into  the  heavens. 
After  a  time,  on  taking  a  last  farewell  look 
towards  Lalput,  the  Begum  saw  a  column  of 
dust,  resembling  what  would  be  raised  by  a 
whirlwind,  or  devil  as  natives  call  it. 

The  four  robbers,  seeing  the  column  of  dust 
coming  nearer  and  nearer,  magnified  it  into 
cavalry  in  pursuit;  but,  on  closer  inspection, 
a  girl  could  be  seen  running  at  full  speed 
like  a  gazelle.  This  relieved  the  nerves  of 
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the  robbers,  so  they  stopped  the  pony.  The 
girl  ran  up  to  the  pony,  quite  breathless,  and 
clasping  a  foot  of  the  Begum  placed  it  on 
her  forehead.  The  girl  was  one  of  the  Begum's 
slave-girls. 

A  large  piece  of  grass  jungle  was  in  front 
of  the  party,  which  must  be  passed  through 
on  the  road  to  Delhi.  As  the  Begum  neared 
it  she  stooped  over  towards  her  slave-girl, 
and  whispered :  u  Run  back,  and  tell  the  hunters 
to  take  up  the  trace." 

The  jungle  was  soon  entered,  and  a  tiger 
concealed  in  it  gave  a  hideous  roar,  which 
frightened  the  robbers. 

u  Quick,  brothers,  through  the  jungle,  or 
the  tiger  may  eat  one  of  us." 

Thus  in  the  jungle  the  slave-girl  slipped 
away,  and  ran  as  fast  as  she  could  to  Lalput. 

On  missing  her,  the  robbers  said:  uThe 
tiger  must  have  laid  hold  of  the  slave-girl!" 

However,  she  ran  on  to  Lalput,  and  made 
straight  for  the  house  of  the  hunters.  She 
passed  the  bodies  of  dead  and  dying  men, 
and  more  than  once  slipped  on  ground  saturated 
with  blood. 

Arriving   at  the   house   of  Alexander,  she 
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had  breath  sufficient  to  gasp  out :  "  My  mistress 
— follow  her  trace  to  Delhi — through  the  jungle 
— four  men — a  pony." 

Alexander  dragged  a  horse  out  of  his  house, 
called  to  two  men,  and  was  off  as  fast  as  he 
could  ride  to  the  jungle.  Here  he  for  a  time 
lost  the  trace,  found  it  again  with  great 
difficulty,  lost  it  again,  found  a  token  which 
the  Begum  had  dropped  on  hard  ground, 
again  made  out  the  trace  clearly,  and  as  the 
sun  was  setting,  saw  a  party  before  him, 
making  for  the  serai  which  was  occupied  by 
the  bear-man. 

The  party  entered  the  serai,  and  Alexander 
in  their  rear  called  out:  "Trapped  at  last!" 

On  seeing  Alexander  the  four  plunderers 
fell  down  before  his  horse  in  abject  terror. 

"  Get  up,  you  rogues,  and  help  the  Begum 
off  the  pony." 

The  Begum  was  dismounted,  and  was  so 
stiff  that  she  could  hardly  walk.  The  wives 
of  the  bear-man  and  goat-man  came  to  her 
assistance,  and  led  her  into  a  verandah  of 
the  serai. 

On  looking  at  the  plunderers,  Alexander 
recognised  the  innkeeper  of  the  serai  at  the 
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Kootub  (Mahrouli)  as  one  of  them.  u  So  you 
have  taken  to  plundering,  my  friend,  have 
you?" 

uWe  must  all  live,"  replied  the  man;  "what 
orders  have  you  for  us?" 

"  Cook  plenty  of  bread  for  the  party." 

"Very  good,  very  good,  my  lord." 

"I  have  taken  a  sweet  bit  of  plunder  out 
of  your  mouths,  you  rascals,  have  I  not?" 

The  plunderers  did  not  prolong  the  con- 
versation. 

A  clean,  new  bed,  on  which  a  cotton  carpet 
striped  with  blue  was  spread,  was  placed  at 
the  disposal  of  the  Begum.  Seated  on  it, 
she  leant  against  a  large  white  pillow,  and 
the  two  women  shampooed  her  feet. 

They  had  never  seen  such  beautifully  shaped 
feet,  and  paid  well-deserved  compliments  to 
the  Begum's  beauty,  enough  to  satisfy  the 
vanity  of  any  woman — of  her  beauty  there 
was  no  doubt. 

Sherbet  was  made,  and  dinner  served  up 
as  well  as  circumstances  would  allow,  and  at 
night  the  two  women  fanned  the  Begum  whilst 
she  slept. 

We   must   now   return  to  the  Pundit.     He 
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was  a  man  of  the  pen,  not  of  the  sword. 
When  the  first  shot  was  fired  he  became 
confused,  ran  here  and  there,  and  at  last 
found  himself  in  a  cowshed  of  the  Nawab, 
in  total  darkness,  crouching  between  two 
trembling  old  women. 

When  firing  ceased,  one  of  the  old  women 
crept  out  of  the  cowhouse  and  searched  about 
for  friends,  the  other  did  the  same,  and  last 
of  all  the  Pundit,  who,  going  to  the  hunters, 
asked  what  the  news  was,  and  what  had  be- 
come of  the  Nawab. 

Joseph  replied:  uThe  Nawab's  mother  is 
with  us,  the  Nawab  has  fled,  the  Begum  has 
been  carried  off.  The  fort,  palace,  and  other 
buildings  are  a  mass  of  ruins;  many  have 
been  killed  on  both  sides ;  Ram  Lai  is  dead, 
and  his  party  has  moved  away  elsewhere.'* 

The  Treasurer  now  appeared  with  the  slave- 
girl  who  had  brought  the  message  to  the 
hunters. 

uCome  with  me,"  said  he  to  the  Pundit, 
11  and  let  us  see  whether  the  treasury  is  safe." 

A  few  men  were  collected,  and  after  clearing 
away  a  mass  of  ruins,  the  Treasurer  with  a 
key  opened  a  door  leading  down  to  an  under- 
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ground  set  of  chambers.  All  was  safe !  Money, 
jewels,  dresses,  pieces  of  velvet,  broadcloth, 
calico,  cloth  of  gold,  muslin,  saddles,  bridles, 
gold  ornaments,  trappings  for  elephants,  camels, 
and  horses.  The  Treasurer  was  in  the  highest 
spirits.  A  guard  was  set  over  the  treasury 
door,  and  the  door  and  lock  were  carefully 
sealed. 

Next  day  the  slave-girl  asked  the  Treasurer 
for  dresses,  etc.,  for  her  mistress,  one  of  the 
horsemen  with  Alexander  having  brought 
news  of  her  safety. 

The  Treasurer  did  not  unlock  the  treasury. 
"I  have,"  said  he,  "a  private  store  of  all  my 
mistress  requires;  they  will  be  packed  in  an 
hour,  and  I  will  start  them  off  with  you." 

So,  in  due  time  the  slave-girl  stood  before 
her  mistress  with  a  supply  of  all  that  was 
required  for  her  toilet. 

"  What  news  is  there  of  the  Nawab  ? "  asked 
the  Begum. 

ult  is  said  that  the  Nawab  left  the  palace 
with  Narcissus,  who  was  dressed  as  a  boy; 
rebel  horsemen  went  in  pursuit.  All  hope 
that  the  Nawab  is  safe;  some  fear  that  mis- 
fortune has  overtaken  him." 
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The  Begum,  calling  to  Alexander,  gave  orders 
that  search  should  be  made  for  the  Nawab, 
and  news  brought  to  her  as  soon  as  possible. 

He  said :  u  I  saw  the  Nawab  pass  my  house. 
Narcissus  was  holding  the  bridle  of  his  horse ; 
he  seemed  dazed.  Horsemen  of  the  rebels 
followed.  But  the  Nawab  was  mounted  on 
his  fleetest  horse.  Narcissus  has  played  the 
part  of  a  hadee  yah.  * 

We  must  now  take  a  glance  at  Narcissus. 
When  she  and  her  party  had  got  clear  of 
the  house  defended  by  the  hunters,  all  rode 
at  full  speed.  The  sand-hills  to  the  West 
were  trying  and  exhausting  to  the  horses, 
and  on  reaching  the  high  ground  on  one  of 
them  to  rest  for  a  few  moments,  Narcissus 
saw  six  horsemen  of  the  rebel  cavalry  following 
her  party.  Speed  was  the  word,  and  the 
pace  effectually  checked  the  pursuing  party, 
mounted  on  stud-bred  horses  of  the  East 
India  Company,  which  had  been  half  starved 
and  badly  cared  for  since  the  Mutiny  broke  out, 
with  the  usual  negligence  and  cruelty  of  natives. 

*  A  maiden  who  rides  in  the  front  rank  of  a  Bedouin 
army  on  a  camel,  to  shame  the  timid  and  excite  the  brave 
by  satirical  or  encomiastic  recitations. 


302  NARCISSUS. 

The  rebel  party  soon  turned  back,  the  leader 
observing:  uWe  shall  never  catch  such  wild 
jungle  pigs." 

Next  day  the  Nawab  was  fifty  miles  distant 
from  Lalput,  and  miserably  crestfallen  to  think 
that  Narcissus  had  seen  him  so  craven-hearted 
when  the  moment  had  arrived  for  a  supreme 
effort  to  defend  all  he  was  supposed  to  hold 
dear — property,  treasure,  and  wives.  The 
Nawab,  in  consequence,  always  avoided  the 
eyes  of  Narcissus. 

For  two  days  longer  the  Nawab  remained 
in  abject  despondency  and  melancholy.  On 
the  fourth  day  a  party  of  about  twenty  men 
rode  up.  Alexander  was  at  their  head,  and 
told  the  Nawab  of  the  safety  of  his  property 
in  the  underground  chambers,  and  of  the 
escape  of  the  Begum,  not  a  hair  of  whose 
head  had  been  injured. 

On  hearing  this  good  news  the  Nawab  was 
again  full  of  vigour;  he  turned  the  head  of 
his  horse  eastward,  and  without  a  look  at 
Narcissus,  rode  away,  glad  to  be  rid  of  one 
who  had  witnessed  his  degradation  and  had 
rejected  his  overtures. 

As  the  Nawab  rode  off  in  such  an  ungracious 
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manner,  Narcissus  bit  her  lip,  her  countenance 
was  full  of  scorn  as  she  exclaimed :  "  The 
quail  has  cleverly  escaped  from  the  net  of 
the  fowler,  for  whom  there  is  only  one  word 
suitable — contempt! " 

The  Nawab  rode  without  scarcely  anything 
to  eat  or  drink,  through  the  burning  heat  of 
day  and  the  cold  at  early  dawn,  like  one 
demented,  and  arrived  half  dead  at  the  serai 
where  his  Begum  still  was,  fell  at  her  feet, 
and  was  her  humble  slave  for  the  rest  of 
his  life. 

All  sneered  at  the  Nawab  for  the  loss  of 
his  hereditary  courage,  amidst  the  effeminate 
perfumes  and  caresses  of  his  zenana. 

As  for  Narcissus,  she  went  to  a  Bhuttee 
village  not  far  off,  was  welcomed  with  all 
the  hospitality  of  her  clan,  and  assigned  a 
room  for  her  special  use.  There  were  two 
women  in  the  family  of  the  head  man  of  the 
village,  who  waited  on  Narcissus,  and  antici- 
pated her  every  wish  or  want.  The  two 
Bhuttee  youths  and  horses  were  cared  for, 
and  the  three  horses  sent  back  to  the  Nawab. 

It  happened  one  day  that  one  of  the  women 
asked  Narcissus  to  allow  her  to  examine  one 
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of  the  armlets  which  she  wore.  Narcissus 
took  it  off. 

44 1  thought  so,"  exclaimed  the  woman;  44it 
is  that  of  my  sister,  and  if  there  is  a  paper 
inside  it — a  charm — you  must  be  her  daughter, 
our  niece! " 

It  was  as  the  woman  expected.  The  charm 
ran  thus :  u  Preserved  from  the  net  of  the 
fowler,  the  quail  will  fly  home  with  unruffled 
plumage." 

There  was  great  rejoicing  in  the  village, 
feasting  and  happiness. 


One  bright  morning  in  September,  1857, 
the  inmates  of  the  serai  were  disturbed  by 
an  unusually  heavy  cannonade  from  the  direc- 
tion of  the  City  of  Delhi.  So,  about  twelve 
o'clock  in  the  day,  Alexander,  accompanied 
by  two  or  three  of  the  Nawab's  men,  went 
as  far  as  the  Delhi  and  Kootub  Road,  to 
ascertain  what  had  taken  place.  For  a  time 
all  was  silent,  the  cannonade  had  ceased, 
and  the  air  was  clear;  then  dust  began  to 
rise  in  vast  columns  from  the  direction  of 
Delhi.  It  came  nearer. 
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A  water-carrier,  mounted  on  a  bullock,  with 
water-skins  slung  on  to  it,  came  first  as  a  herald. 

uWhat  news?"  cried  Alexander. 

u  Delhi  has  broken  up,  and  I  am  off  to  the 
serai  at  the  Kootub;  thousands  are  coming 
after  me,  and  will  be  calling  out  'Water, 
water ! ' ; '  replied  the  water-carrier. 

And  thousands  did  come — men,  women, 
children,  elephants,  camels,  bullocks,  carriages 
of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  and  amongst  them  Baja 
the  Freebooter,  with  two  women. 

Baja  spoke  a  few  hurried  words  to  the 
hunter :  "  Welcome,  my  friend ;  we  must  not 
lose  time  in  idle  talk.  Farewell ! " 

The  young  woman  cast  a  friendly  glance 
at  the  hunter  from  beneath  the  scarf  which 
was  over  her  head  and  mouth. 

As  soon  as  the  Nawab  heard  the  glad 
news,  he  prepared  to  start  for  Lalput,  and 
departed  after  giving  presents  of  money  to 
everyone  judiciously. 

The  following  morning  the  hunter,  Alexander, 
took  out  the  bear  for  exercise,  and  made  him 
clamber  up  a  ruined  tower;  down  came  a 
mass  of  masonry  at  the  feet  of  the  hunter, 
which  nearly  crushed  him. 

20 
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As  soon  as  the  dust  cleared  away,  Alexander 
saw  an  iron  vessel  on  the  ground,  and  on 
looking  into  it  found  it  was  full  of  gold  coins. 

uThe  bear  has  brought  me  good  luck," 
thought  Alexander,  picking  up  the  coins  and 
jar,  and  he  returned  to  the  serai  full  of  hope 
and  plans  for  the  future. 

A  day  or  two  after  this  fortunate  discovery 
of  treasure,  Alexander  paid  a  visit  to  the 
tomb  of  the  Emperor  Humayun.  There  he 
found  the  King  of  Delhi  with  thousands  of 
the  palace  people  still  clustering  like  bees 
around  him,  the  last  of  the  Mogul  Emperors, 
not  destined  to  be  laid  to  rest  amongst  his 
illustrious  ancestors  in  Hindostan. 

All  of  a  sudden,  there  was  a  great  com- 
motion amongst  the  crowd  of  refugees.  An 
English  officer  with  fifty  horsemen  forced 
their  way  into  the  crowd,  and  after  some 
little  delay,  carried  off  the  King  and  his  son, 
Jumma  Bukht,  to  Delhi  as  prisoners. 

The  next  day  two  officers  appeared  with 
one  hundred  men,  and  secured  the  Princes 
of  the  House  of  Delhi.  They  were  placed 
in  a  bullock  carriage,  and  driven  off  in  the 
direction  of  Delhi.  The  crowd,  gaining  courage, 
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pressed  on  behind  the  escort.  The  carriage 
was  halted,  and  the  Princes  shot,  then  and 
there. 

Alexander  returned  to  the  serai  somewhat 
perplexed  as  to  what  he  had  seen,  but  he 
thought :  u  There  is  now  another  Govern- 
ment in  Hindostan;  the  game  has  ended  in 
favour  of  the  English !  " 


20' 


CHAPTER    VII. 

INTERCESSION. 

WHEN  the  Chief  arrived  at  Lalput,  he  was 
overwhelmed  with  joy  and  excitement. 

The  head  men  of  his  estates  presented 
gifts  and  congratulated  him  on  his  safety  and 
return  amongst  his  faithful  subjects.  Workmen 
were  engaged  for  repairs  which  were  sadly 
needed  to  make  good  the  ravages  of  fire 
and  the  depredations  of  plunderers.  The 
Nawab's  mother  still  remained  at  the  house 
of  the  hunter's  relations. 

On  the  third  day  after  the  Nawab's  arrival 
she  sent  message  to  her  son:  uCome  and 
see  me  as  soon  as  you  can  make  it  convenient." 

The  Chief's  countenance  fell  as  soon  as  he 
received  the  message,  and  he  hastened  to 
his  mother's  apartments,  who  welcomed  him, 
but  her  brow  was  clouded. 

After  some  mutual  congratulations  and 
inquiries,  the  Nawab's  mother  inquired :  "  Have 
you  as  yet  made  your  peace  with  the  English  ? " 
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uHow — what  do  you  mean?"  asked  the 
Chief,  trembling  all  over. 

"I  mean  this:  You  are  bound  by  the 
tenure  on  which  you  hold  your  estates  rent 
free  from  generation  to  generation,  to  assist 
the  English  in  times  of  rebellion  with  men 
and  money  and  your  own  presence.  Have 
you  not  failed  in  this?  And  was  not  Silver 
Stick,  a  messenger  of  the  Court  of  Delhi, 
long  entertained  by  you  in  the  most  liberal 
manner?  Answer  me." 

"I  see  my  error,  it  grows  blacker  every 
moment  I  think  of  it  in  the  light  you  have 
placed  it  before  me.  Alas !  alas !  what  am  I 
to  do?" 

The  mother  replied,  her  face  clouded  with 
gloom:  "It  is  for  me  to  suggest,  and  for 
you  to  follow  my  advice  if  you  think  fit.  Go 
at  once  to  the  English  officer  who  remained 
with  us  as  our  guest  two  years  ago,  and  ate 
our  salt,  when  in  pursuit  of  Dacoits.  Lose 
not  a  moment ;  mount  your  horse  and  be  off; 
throw  yourself  Arab-like  on  his  protection. 
I  have  no  more  advice  to  give." 

The  Nawab  left  the  presence  of  his  mother 
full  of  perplexity  and  hesitation.  "  He  would," 
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he  thought,  "  start  at  once.     No,  no ;  he  would 
delay  a  day  or  so.     Yes,  yes." 

On  returning  to  his  own  tent,  the  news 
that  greeted  him  was  this :  u  The  Nawab  of 
Jhujjer  has  been  called  before  the  Military 
Commissioner  sitting  in  the  Palace  of  Delhi ; 
also,  the  Chief  of  Bulubghurh  and  the  Chief 
of  Furrokhnugger." 

u  And  I,"  thought  the  Nawab,  uhave  escaped ! 
My  mother  has  frightened  me  with  dark  pic- 
tures of  a  future.  I  will  pay  my  Begum  a 
visit,  and  forget  care  and  trouble.'* 

His  foot  was  on  the  threshold  of  the  room 
which  had  been  fitted  up  in  haste  for  the 
Begum,  when  a  servant  spoke  to  him. 

"A  messenger  from  the  Commissioner  of 
Delhi  has  arrived  with  a  letter." 

The  Nawab  followed  the  servant,  and  found 
the  bearer  of  a  letter  waiting  for  him,  with 
a  blue  scarf  of  dark  blue  cloth  edged  with 
scarlet  over  his  shoulder,  and  a  silver  badge 
of  office  attached  to  the  scarf. 

The  man  presented  the  letter  with  due 
respect ;  the  Nawab  looked  at  him  and  recog- 
nised Silver  Stick.  His  heart  grew  cold. 

The  letter  ran   thus:     "  On  the  receipt  of 
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this  letter  you  will  repair  to  Delhi,  and  you 
will  then  be  called  upon  to  appear  before  the 
Military  Commission  now  sitting  in  the  Palace 
of  Delhi." 

Our  old  friend  Silver  Stick  was  now  a 
servant  of  the  English  Government — he  had 
changed  sides,  and  had  played  a  most 
treacherous  part  to  save  his  own  neck,  and 
then  was  appointed,  through  a  cousin,  to  the 
post  of  Messenger  to  the  Commissioner  of 
Delhi. 

"  Your  slave,"  said  he,  "  thought  you  would 
like  to  be  summoned  through  an  old  acquain- 
tance. We  must  not  lose  time  in  obeying 
orders-,  the  English  Government  will  not  put 
up  with  the  feeble  ways  of  the  Court  of  Delhi. 
When  will  your  Highness  be  ready?" 

"  To-morrow,  at  gun-fire." 

14  Well,"  said  Silver  Stick,  ulet  it  be  so. 
You  can  then  make  all  your  arrangements. 
These  are  sharp  days  for  rebels ! " 

Silver  Stick  was  made  over  to  a  servant, 
and  liberally  entertained. 

Meantime,  where  could  the  Nawab  look  for 
comfort?  There  was  none  to  be  found  in  his 
zenana;  but  his  mother,  on  hearing  all  her 
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son    had    to    say,    remarked:     " Silver    Stick 
has  betrayed  you,  depend  upon  it." 

"No,  no,  mother;  he  is  not  so  black  a  villain.'* 
The  Nawab's  mother,  after  musing  a  little, 
replied : 

"Foe  is  friend,  and  friend  is  foe, 
As  our  actions  make  them  so."  * 

And  she  bid  farewell  to  her  son,  saying: 
"  Remember  you  are  a  Pathan ;  forget  not 
your  ancestors." 

After  parting  from  his  mother  in  doubt 
and  sorrow,  the  Nawab  called  for  his  treasurer, 
and  said  to  him:  "I  had  hoped  that  with 
the  conclusion  of  all  my  anxiety  about  the 
result  of  the  Siege  of  Delhi,  my  troubles 
would  have  ended.  But  I  am  summoned  to 
Delhi;  what  the  future  may  bring  forth  is 
uncertain.  Be  true  to  my  mother  and  the 
Begum.  Take  a  house  in  Rewarri,  and  remove 
all  my  valuables  to  a  safe  place;  let  not  my 
family  go  about  as  beggars." 

"Your  slave   will   do   his   utmost,"  replied 

the   Treasurer.     uDays   are   very  evil  for  us 

all  just  now ;  the  English  Government  is  like 

a  tigress  driven  to  bay  for  her  cubs'  sake/' 

*  Indian  poetry.— EDWIN  ARNOLD. 
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Not  a  word  was  said  by  the  Nawab  to  the 
Begum  of  all  his  troubles,  which  hung  around 
him  like  mist  over  a  Devonshire  Tor.  All 
was  dark  before  him.  However,  the  Begum, 
with  intuitive  womanly  observation  and  fore- 
sight, knew  that  a  dark  chasm  was  opening 
but  before  her  Chief. 

She  bid  him  u Adieu!"  for  he  told  her  he 
had  been  summoned  to  Delhi — words  of 
ominous  import — and  said:  " Whatever  the 
future  may  bring,  look  upon  me  as  true  to 
your  very  shadow;  and  let  not  the  English 
deprive  you  of  your  innate  courage.  Farewell, 
my  lord!  To  you  I  am  ever  true." 

The  Nawab  left  Lalput,  the  home  of  his 
youth,  with  a  few  followers.  As  he  looked 
back  at  his  ruined  palace  a  scarf  was  waved 
from  a  bastion.  He  knew  the  figure  and  the 
feelings  of  the  heart  so  true. 

Accompanied  by  Silver  Stick,  who  stuck  to 
him  like  a  leech,  the  Nawab  reached  the 
Kootub,  and  on  passing  the  serai  where 
Alexander  lived,  he  called  for  him,  and  said: 
"I  am  on  my  way  to  Delhi." 

uMay  the  Prophet  protect  you,"  replied 
Alexander. 
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When  the  Nawab  reached  the  City  of  Delhi, 
a  gateway  through  which  he  passed  was 
guarded  by  English  soldiers.  He  passed  on, 
and  under  the  gateway  of  the  palace.  There 
was  talking,  and  then  a  man  led  the  way  to 
a  chamber  in  the  palace  of  Selimghurh, 
remarking  as  the  door  was  reached :  "  In  this 
chamber — some  call  it  a  dungeon — many  of 
the  most  illustrious  men  of  Hindostan  have 
been  imprisoned." 

An  English  officer  appeared,  a  guard  of 
the  rifles  was  on  duty,  and  the  Nawab  soon 
found  himself  a  close  prisoner.  No  sound 
could  be  heard  but  that  of  the  tramp  of  the 
sentry.  The  Nawab  sat  down  on  a  little  bed 
which  he  found  in  his  dungeon,  and  was 
-overwhelmed  with  astonishment. 

When  the  Nawab 's  attendants  saw  that  he 
was  imprisoned,  one  started  on  horseback 
without  delay  for  Lalput.  On  the  way  a  few 
words  were  spoken  to  Alexander  at  his  serai, 
and  by  daybreak  the  horseman  arrived  at 
Lalput,  and  sought  an  immediate  interview 
with  the  mother  of  the  Nawab. 

It  was  readily  granted,  and  sitting  behind  the 
purdah,  the  sad  news  was  communicated  to  her. 


INTERCESSION.  315 

u  My  master  has  been  imprisoned  in  a  dungeon 
of  the  Fort  of  Selimghurh,  and  is  guarded  by 
soldiers  of  the  English  dressed  in  green,  with 
hair  like  gold,  and  faces  as  white  as  lilies." 

As  soon  as  the  horseman  had  pronounced 
these  words  the  Nawab's  mother  did  not 
hesitate  for  a  moment.  She  ordered  her palkee 
to  be  got  ready,  with  eight  bearers,  also 
conveyances  for  two  slave-girls,  and  ordered 
the  Treasurer  to  wait  upon  her.  Two  horsemen 
were  directed  to  attend  her. 

The  Treasurer  knew  what  would  be  required 
— gold  coins,  a  money  order  on  a  banker 
in  Delhi,  and  clothes.  He  presented  himself 
before  the  Begum  with  the  words:  "Your 
servant  has  heard  the  bad  news.  All  is  ready ; 
I  will  start  for  Delhi.  This  is  a  time  when 
gold  must  be  liberally  scattered  abroad." 

A  few  words  of  comfort  were  spoken  by 
the  Nawab's  mother  to  the  Begum,  and  she 
asked  her:  " Whether  the  Nawab  wore  his 
signet-ring  when  he  left  Lalput?" 

u  He  has  never  parted  with  it  night  or  day," 
replied  the  Begum. 

The  Nawab's  mother  reached  Badshahpoor, 
where  Mr.  Carew,  the  Collector,  lived,  just  as 
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the  sun  was  setting.  The  palkee  was  carried 
into  the  enclosure,  where  the  house  of  the 
Collector  stood  on  high  ground,  almost  in  ruins. 

A  slave-girl,  called  Rosebud,  who  accom- 
panied the  Nawab's  mother,  came  to  the  door 
of  the  palkee,  and  asked:  "What  orders, 
my  mistress?" 

u  Take  these  pieces  of  gold  in  your  hand, 
and  secure  an  interview  for  me  with  Carew 
Sahib.  Take  no  denial." 

Rosebud  made  her  way  up  the  house,  her 
eyes  like  those  of  a  lynx,  and  seeing  a  Hindoo 
bearer  in  the  verandah,  beckoned  to  him,  and 
said :  u  Oh,  maharaj !  do  a  little  service  to 
this  poor  girl.  My  mistress  wishes  to  see 
Carew  Sahib  on  urgent  business,"  and  coming 
a  few  paces  nearer  she  slipped  two  gold  pieces 
into  a  not  unwilling  palm. 

The  bearer  at  first  thought  they  were  silver 
pieces,  but  the  weight  spoke  of  gold!  His 
blood  grew  warmer,  but  he  replied :  "  My 
master  is  getting  ready  for  dinner.  It  is  late ; 
why  did  you  not  come  before?" 

"  Oh,  maharaj !  do  not  refuse  the  request 
of  this  poor  girl." 

uVery  well,  I  will  speak  to  my  master." 
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And  the  bearer  did  speak  to  him,  thanks 
to  the  two  pieces  of  gold.  So  the  Nawab's 
mother  was  presently  summoned,  and  a  chair 
was  placed  for  her,  whilst  Rosebud  sat  on  the 
ground  behind  her  mistress. 

Mr.  Carew  was  astonished  at  seeing  such 
a  beautiful  woman  sitting  before  him,  and  still 
more  so  when  she  spoke  in  a  most  melodious 
voice,  and  said:  "I  have  called  to  ask  for 
the  assistance  of  your  Highness  in  a  case  of 
great  urgency.  My  son,  the  Nawab  of  Lalput, 
has  been  imprisoned  in  Delhi.  I  ask  you,  as 
my  guest  in  happier  days,  to  aid  me.  My 
son  may  have  erred  during  these  days  of 
doubt  and  perplexity,  but  he  is  not  guilty  of 
treason.  From  that  taint  of  disloyalty  he  is 
free.  I  know  that  your  Highness  will  not 
reject  my  petition." 

It  was  true,  Mr.  Carew  could  not  reject  the 
request  of  one  in  whose  house  he  had  been 
entertained  as  a  guest  two  years  before  with 
all  the  hospitality  of  a  native  of  India. 

The  Nawab's  mother  watched  the  counte- 
nance of  the  Collector,  and  as  he  did  not 
speak  for  a  few  seconds,  she  again  urged  her 
petition.  u  I  know  you  will  grant  my  request ; 
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I  read  it  in  your  face.     I  have  never  yet  had 
any  petition  of  mine  refused." 

"  I  will  go  to  Delhi  to-night,"  said  Mr.  Carew, 
and  ordered  his  horse  and  horsemen  to  attend 
him.  "No  time,"  he  remarked,  umust  be  lost 
by  your  guest  of  happier  days." 

The  Nawab's  mother  thanked  Mr.  Carew 
with  perfect  grace,  and  her  words  fell  like 
pearls  from  lips  accustomed  to  courtly  jewels. 

In  a  very  short  time  Mr.  Carew  started  for 
Delhi,  and  Rosebud  did  not  forget  to  scatter 
gold  coins  about  judiciously.  The  Hindoo 
bearer  put  two  more  gold  coins  into  his 
waistband. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Carew  arrived  in  Delhi  he 
obtained  a  copy  of  the  charges  against  the 
Nawab  of  Lalput,  and  then  proceeded  to  the 
Record  Office  of  the  King  of  Delhi.  He  found 
the  native  officer  in  charge  of  the  office  hard 
at  work  sorting  papers. 

u  Have  you  got  a  register  of  petitions  to 
the  King  up  to  the  date  of  the  capture  of 
Delhi?" 

uYes,  your  Highness." 

uLook  out  the  name  of  the  Nawab  of 
Lalput,"  said  Mr.  Carew. 


INTERCESSION.  319 

"It  is  not  here,"  said  the  native  officer, 
after  the  lapse  of  half-an-hour's  strict  search. 
"Many  rogues  are  now  acting  the  part  of 
informers.  Here  is  a  bundle  of  evidently 
forged  petitions  which  might  have  hanged  not 
a  few  men." 

Carew  now  sent  for  the  famous  engraver 
of  Delhi — Budderudeen. 

"You  have  engraved  seals  for  the  Nawab 
of  Lalput,  have  you  not?'" 

"  Only  one  signet-ring,"  replied  Budderudeen. 

"Then  come  along  with  me,"  and  Carew 
drove  with  him  to  the  office  of  the  Secretary 
to  the  Military  Commission.  The  file  of 
proceedings  against  the  Nawab  of  Lalput  was 
shown  to  Carew,  who  turned  up  the  fatal 
petition  on  which  depended  the  life  of  the 
Nawab  of  Lalput. 

"Now  look  at  the  seal  on  this  petition  to 
the  King  of  Delhi,  is  it  that  of  the  Nawab 
of  Lalput?"  said  Carew  to  Budderudeen. 

The  seal  engraver  looked  at  the  impression 
with  his  large,  bright,  clear  eyes  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  replied:  "A  vulgar  forgery; 
there  are  two  false  spellings  on  the  ring 
which  made  this  impression." 
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Permission  was  given  for  a  visit  to  be  paid 
the  Nawab  in  his  dungeon,  and  Carew  saw 
the  signet-ring  on  his  finger,  which  Bud- 
derudeen  at  once  recognised  as  his  work- 
manship. The  Nawab  was  exceedingly  de- 
pressed; the  gloom  of  the  dungeon  and  its 
historical  recollections  nearly  drove  him  mad. 
Mr.  Carew  tried  to  cheer  him  up,  but  to  no 
purpose ;  all  that  the  brain  of  the  Chief  would 
allow  him  to  think  of  was — the  gallows. 

On  reaching  his  house  at  Badshahpoor, 
Carew  sent  several  telegrams  to  the  Chief 
Commissioner  of  the  Punjab. 

As  the  sun  was  setting  an  order  came: 
"  Release  the  Nawab  of  Lalput  immedi- 
ately." 

Not  a  moment  was  lost  by  Carew  in  visiting 
the  proper  officials,  and  on  the  following  day, 
as  the  evening  gun  fired,  the  graceful  figure 
of  the  mother  of  the  Nawab  stood  at  the  door 
of  the  dungeon  with  Rosebud. 

Bolts  were  drawn,  and  the  voice  of  his 
mother  awoke  the  sleeping  Nawab:  "You 
are  free,  my  son;  thanks  to  our  English 
guest!" 
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After  the  return  of  the  Nawab  to  Lalput, 
there  was  great  rejoicing,  but  it  was  a  long 
time  before  he  could  shake  off  the  gloom  of 
the  Delhi  dungeon  and  its  horrors,  which 
Silver  Stick  had  arranged  for  him  by  a  forged 
petition  to  the  King  of  Delhi. 

Alexander  took  up  his  residence  at  the 
sera^  bought  what  portions  of  it  belonged  to 
private  individuals,  purchased  surrounding 
lands,  cleared  out  wells,  and  in  time  planted 
trees.  The  owner  of  the  mosque  punctually 
performed  his  daily  services,  and  repairs  to 
the  mosque  were  also  made  by  Alexander. 

The  bear-man  and  his  family  remained  in 
the  serai)  the  bear-man  as  a  general  servant 
to  Alexander.  The  bear  led  an  idle  life, 
eating  and  drinking,  to  his  great  delight.  The 
goat-man  and  his  wife  and  three  monkeys 
were  ever  welcome. 

The  two  other  hunters,  Joseph  and  Jacob, 
constantly  hunted  with  Alexander,  and  spent 
the  greater  part  of  each  year  with  him. 

We  had  almost  forgotten  to  say  a  word 
about  the  Pundit.  After  his  abject  failure  of 
courage  on  the  day  of  the  attack  on  Lalput, 
he  found  residence  there  most  uncomfortable, 
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and   obtained  leave  from  the  Nawab  to  visit 
the  sacred  City  of  Benares. 

The  Nawab  dismissed  him  graciously,  saying : 
uHad  my  mind  on  the  day  of  the  attack  on 
Lalput  been  more  settled,  I  am  certain  you 
would  not  have  failed  me.  But  you  were 
engaged  as  a  man  of  the  pen,  not  of  the 
sword.  Farewell ! " 


THE     END. 
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